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he ‘Flying Fox’ was one of those 

ancient country pubs that had been 

washed up on the beach of pro 
gress by the tide of motorway construc- 
tion. It’s once thriving trade had disap- 
peared five miles in all directions, and 
Jim Walters and his wife were now 
dependent for their livelihood on the few 
inhabitants of the local hamlet and the 
odd passing motorist whose map-reading 
had let him down. No longer was there 
any real justification for the live-in bar- 
maid. Certainly, brooded Walters grim- 
ly as he glared accusingly at the televi- 
sion, the girl was going to have to stop 
helping herself to the vodka! 

His wife had gone out for the evening 
with one of her cronies, so he, and Beryl 
the barmaid, would be on their own for 
the evening, and Walters had set a trap 
for the unsuspecting girl that should be 
slamming shut — he glanced at his watch 
— any moment now! 

He stroked reflectively at his 
moustache as he planned her punishment 
in loving mental detail. It was a month 
since the agency had sent her over, and 
he had been missing the entertainment 
provided by her predecessors’s short- 
comings in the matter of stock control. 
And this one was even more of a 
delicious confection. Such luscious 
rounded cheeks, pert and proud under the 
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tight skirts she always wore, just asking 
to be spanked to a glowing pink and then 
stung into submission by the long whip- 
py cane he kept hidden in the cellar for 
such occasions. 

With a groan that was half weariness, 
half anticipation, he raised himself from 
the armchair, casting a brief glance 
round the room. Fifteen years in the 
trade, forty-five years old and slightly 
overweight — he wasn’t going to get one 
of the brewery’s star pubs, and he knew 
it. But life has its little compensations, 
he thought, even for a has-been like me, 
so why worry? 

Another glance at his watch assured 
him that it was time. He had given Beryl 
strict instructions that he wasn’t to be 
disturbed until evening opening-time, an 
hour away, and then had set her to 
polishing the tables and bar surfaces all 
over again. She had been alone in the bar 
for nearly an hour, and he made a bet 
with himself that she would have been 
unable to resist at least a couple of nips. 

He took from the sideboard the empty 
vodka bottle that would provide his 
evidence. He had removed this one from 
the optic at lunchtime, carefully mark- 
ing the level, then transferring the con- 
tents to another bottle — the one that was 
now on the optic in the bar. 


Beryl hummed contentedly as she 
polished the bar, feeling only a minor 
sense of grievance that Walters had got 
her doing what amounted to overtime. 
Bosses were like that, always demanding 
that little bit extra. Jobs were no longer 
easy to come by, and four weeks in this 
one had convinced her it was to be 
preferred to her last — run off her feet 
in a busy city pub and continually being 
touched up by half a dozen randy 
barmen. At least there was none of that 
here, only the slightly peculiar looks she 
caught Walters giving her now and 
again, and the odd half-hearted pass from 
one of the locals. : 

She gave a start of fright as she sud- 
denly realised that Walters was standing 
right behind her — the old sod had crept 
up on her! 

‘Oh, Mr Walters — I didn’t hear you!’ 
She giggled nervously. What would have 
happened if he had done that ten minutes 
earlier and caught her having a sly drink? 
‘I thought I’d come and do a bit of stock 
control,’ he said casually, giving her a 
smile that made her feel uncomfortably 
aware of how alone they were. 

His eyes roamed down her body. 
*You’re looking very pretty today, 
Beryl.’ 

‘Oh..thank you, Mr Walters.’ She felt 
herself beginning to blush, failed to con- 
trol it, and turned back to polishing 
furiously. 

Walters produced the empty vodka 
bottle from behind his back and put it 
casually on the bar. 

“Yes, very pretty...’ Her back was to 
him now as she polished, and he allow- 
ed himself a few minutes of pleasurable 
anticipation as he looked her up and 
down. Such a gloriously firm body — 
slim waisted, deliciously rounded arse, 
lithe tanned legs, smooth and inviting. 
And those tits — thrusting youth against 
her blouse! Her short blonde hair was 
just as he liked it, too, natural and 
untinted. 

‘Stock control,’ he announced pom- 
pously. ‘Is the secret of all success in 
business, Beryl.’ 

She turned to meet his eyes, the inno- 
cent faun in the sights of the hunter. ‘I’m 
sure it is, Mr Walters, if you say so.’ 

‘I certainly do, young lady,’ he 
asserted. Then, with an ingraciating 
smile: ‘Take this vodka bottle, for exam- 
ple. An empty bottle, is it not?’ 

“Y...yes.” Unease mushroomed deep 
within her, and she wished she could 
somehow hide from his eyes that were 
devouring her. 

‘Now here, Beryl,’ — he turned to the 
row of bottles on optics behind the bar 
and released the vodka, cradling it lov- 
ingly and removing the cork and fitting 
— ‘Now here is another bottle, but this 
one contains vodka.’ 

He paused, his smile widening, and 
~ suddenly she knew that she was caught 
in some wicked snare. But how? 

His voice was ominously quiet: ‘How 
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much vodka do you think is in here, 
Beryl?’ 

‘H...how much, Mr Walters?’ She 
smiled weakly: ‘I don’t know. Quite a 
lot, isn’t there?’ Her feeble attempt to 
sound like the bright helpful barmaid fail- 
ed, and he read defeat in the downcast 
eyes, the nubile young body trying to 
hide within itself. 

‘Pay attention, girl, while I explain. 
Here,’ — and he turned the empty bottle 
until she could see the label, and shoved 
it to within a few inches of her startled 
eyes — ‘Here is a little mark. You see 
it? And that mark is a magic mark’ — 
suddenly vicious — ‘because it tells me 
exactly how much vodka you have stolen 
in the last hour!’ 

He smiled now in open triumph. ‘Now 
do you understand what I mean by stock 
control?’ 

qe? 

“You understand,’ he said, quiet now, 
the undisputed winner in a cruelly une- 
qual contest. ‘How many nips have you 
had while you’ve been down here this 
afternoon?’ His manner became almost 
jocular, but she knew she was trapped. 
‘How many?’ he insisted, ‘Two, three, 
four...?’ 

‘Oh, no, Mr Walters! Only a tiny 
drop.’ 

‘Only a tiny drop,’ he echoed sar- 
castically. “You are a naughty girl, 
Beryl, and you must be punished. Here 
I am, trusting you — and you betray that 
trust! What can be worse than that?’ 

‘I.... don’t know,’ she wailed tearful- 
ly. ‘I’m sorry, Mr Walters, really I am. 
I didn’t think. I...’ 

“You didn’t think! Of course you 
didn’t. Your kind never do. You come 
here flashing your arse and think you can 
pull the wool over my eyes, after fifteen 
years in the trade. You stupid little 
minx!’ And he contrived to fetch her a 
slap across the offending part of her 
anatomy that elicited a first delightful 
squeal of fright. 

‘It is time for explanations, Beryl,’ he 
declared, exulting in the panic in her eyes 
as she cringed away from him, whimper- 
ing quietly. ‘It is time for me to explain 
the facts of life in the trade.’ 

*P — please !!’ 

‘Listen!’ Another slap, finely 
calculated to demolish any lingering 
vestiges of hope or resistance. 

He shifted smoothly to righteous in- 
dignation. ‘I could make a ‘phone call 
Beryl, and have you taken in charge, 
have you thought of that? There aren’t 
many bank robberies round here. You’d 
be the biggest case of the year. Barmaid 
robs trusting landlord!’ He paused, let- 
ting it sink in. ‘My God, girl, just think 
what could happen to you!’ 

She was crying in earnest now, her 
delicious body curled over the bar, face 
averted, bottom mesmerising his hot eyes 
as she lost all awareness of self. And he 
reached out, so slowly, and placed a first 
tentative hand on the firm rounded 


perfection of her, feeling her flinch from 
him, but not completely. 

‘Of course, you’ll be finished in the 
trade,’ he went on airily. “The first thing 
any landlord does is to ring up your last 
boss. So what do I say — that you do 
your best to drink the profits?’ 

‘I’m s—sorry, Mr Walters. I won’t do 
it again,’ she sobbed. ‘C—can’t you give 
me another chance?’ 

“There may be a way,’ he said slow- 
ly, ‘There just may —’ 

And in case she failed to read the 
message in his eyes, one hand was sud- 
denly on her breast, caressing, explor- 
ing her proud secrets. The bottles were 
forgotten now, for he had her. She was 
his to play with! 

‘I think I know what you want,’ she 
said dully. 

Did she ever!!! 

"We'll see.” 

Her bafflement added to his inflamed 
senses, and he brought his other hand in- 
to play, reaching up under the tight hem 
of her skirt, feeling the soft rounded 
magic of young, untramelled thighs. 

“You’ve been a naughty girl, and 
naughty girls have to be taught, they have 
to be chastised, they have to be spank- 
ed!’ Relaxed, completely in control now, 
he glanced at his watch. ‘Three quarters 
of an hour before we open, Beryl, and 
you‘re going to pay for all the vodka 
you’ve stolen.’ 

In self-preservation he took swift men- 
tal inventory. All doors securely locked, 
lights dim, windows opaque, traffic 
minimal. It was time! 

‘Upstairs — now!’ The thickening in 
his tone frightened her, but she complied 
with the rough push_on her shoulder, 
allowing him to shunt her towards the 
narrow staircase that led to the living 
quarters, closing her mind resolutely to 
the stark fact of his hand between her 
thighs as she ascended the stairs. 

The bedroom was immaculate, but a 
room without soul, without laughter. 
Beryl felt it as she entered, propelled by 
a far from gentle push from behind. A 
double bed, dressing table covered with 
knick-nacks, fitted wardrobes — the 
whole ensemble from a colour supple- 
ment that failed to disguise the fact that 
the room had not been seen with the eyes 
of affection for years. 

‘Let’s see if what you’ve got is worth 
the vodka you’ve stolen from me!’ 

Walters closed the door behind them, 
and she was trapped. 

‘I — ’ She tried to make herself 
somehow small, to shrink, to disappear. 
But there was nowhere to disappear to. 

‘Strip!’ 

A single menacing pace towards her 
was all that was needed. She crumpled 
into a quivering, blubbering heap on the 
bed, legs awry, delicious bum angled 
skyward. 

‘Let me help you, thief...!’ 

‘T’ll do it,’ she mumbled, leaping to 
her feet to avoid his clutching hands and 


scuttling into the corner of the room. 

With reluctant fingers she began un- 
buttoning her blouse, and Walters settl- 
ed himself on the corner of the bed to en- 
joy the show. 

‘Everything, I want to see everything,’ 
he commanded. 

Despite her fear, Beryl’s natural grace 
of movement made the gradual revela- 
tion of her nakedness a delight to watch; 
her blouse and skirt were quickly remov- 
ed, then she hesitated, teetering from one 
leg to the other, indecision and apprehen- 
sion personified. 

‘The rest,’ Walters said thickly, ‘The 
bra and knickers — get them off, too!’ 

Her face scarlet with embarrassment, 
Beryl nevertheless complied, taking a 
crumb of comfort from the thought that 
although he had power over her, her 
body was exercising a power of its own, 
too, putting that feverish glare into his 
eyes. 

Finally she stood stark naked before 
him, young and proud and perfectly 
formed, her breasts twin peaks to inflame 
desire, her legs graceful tapering col- 
umns that drew the eye irresistibly to the 
dusting of blonde fluff at their apex. 

‘A few poses,’ said Walters hoarsely. 
‘I think we’ll have a few poses first!’ 

And he teased and toyed with her, 
making her assume a variety of positions 
that emphasised the fulness of her 
breasts, then forcing her to lie on her 
stomach with her legs spread wide while 
he explored her most intimate secrets 
with cruel probing fingers. 

Through it all Beryl struggled for 
detachment, for some level of disassocia- 
tion that would enable her to live with 
the memory of what was happening to 
this body in which she happened to live. 
If she could only regard it as part of the 
job, crazy as that sounded, perhaps she 
could even salvage some sort of advan- 
tage from the experience. 

“You and I are going to have a lot of 
fun together, Beryl’, said Walters, 
squeezing her roseate nipples and noting 
the first hints of arousal in her. She was 
ripe for the taking, but first the lesson 
of who was in charge had to be driven 
home, and now was the time. 

‘Time for your lesson,’ he announc- 
ed, moving towards the dressing table 
and opening one of the drawers. ‘Here, 
put this on.’ 

Newly seized with apprehension, she 
saw he was holding out a pink nightdress. 
‘Put it on, then lie sideways across the 
bed.’ 

Panic assailed her as she remembered 
his earlier phrase — ‘naughty girls have 
to be spanked.’ Did he really intend 
to...? 

Bemused with fright, she did as he told 
her, wriggling into the flimsy garment 
and assuming the position he demanded, 
then looking to see him coming towards 
her, a slim rod in his hand, swishing it 
through the air, and she moaned in 
anguish. 


‘P—please! I’ll do anything you want, 
but don’t cane me!’ 

‘Hands to the floor!’ he commanded, 
one hand roaming across her buttocks 
while the other swished the pale yellow 
cane ominously. 

*‘P—pleeasseee!’ 

He chuckled. ‘I’ve had this a long 
time, Beryl — I think it’s about time you 
found out what it’s used for.’ 

“Please...” 

He seized her with rough hands, forc- 
ing her into the desired position, 
sideways across the bed, her hands on the 
carpet, the nightdress pulled above her 
waist, revealing the target of her ex- 
quisitely rounded cheeks stark in their 
beauty. 

‘Now — meet the barmaid’s delight!’ 

Out of the heavy, interminable silence, 
another chuckle, a swishing sound, and 
a sudden slash of pain across her bared 
and helpless bottom. 

She shirked, the hurt so intense as to 
be shocking, unbelievable. 

An angry scarlet weal sprang into ins- 
tant relief, and Walters smiled his 
satisfaction. Life could, indeed, offer its 
little compensations. Once this one had 
learned who was master, there would be 
other occasions when he would use her 
more gently, lovingly perhaps. But for 
now, there was only him, the girl’s 
shivering bottom, and the barmaid’s 
delight. 

Beryl heard his voice through a red 
mist, his tone eerily gentle: “You have 
to learn, you see, girlie, you have to 
learn. Six strokes should teach you the 
basics of stock control. After that, Ill 
begin to teach you about obedience, and 
then maybe other things as well.’ 

Again the sibiliantly swishing rod of 
correction descended, and her squeal 
confirmed that it was achieving it’s 
purpose. 

‘Squirm, you little witch, you beautiful 
little witch — squirm!’ 

Yet again came the wicked swish, the 
split second of total silence, the sharp and 
shocking pain. 

Incredulously she felt the beginnings 
of a kind of tranquility stealing over her; 
she felt her nipples stir, not understan- 
ding how or why, the beginnings of 
arousal between her thighs. 

Walters detected the change in her, fin- 
ding it matched in himself as his nostrils 
were filled with the heat of her and his 
own body rose to meet her challenge. He 
paused in her chastisement; she turned 
her head towards him, her eyes 
supplicating. 

‘C’mon —’ his hand went to the front 
of his trousers; she knew, and wasn’t 
seeming to say ‘no!’ 

Her thighs parted, and Walters saw 
between her flaming nates the blush of 
her sex open and dewy. He dropped the 
cane and moved towards her. Her eyes 
followed his movement and she turned 
her face into the pillow in mute 
acquiescence. 
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reen Gables. She said the 

words to herself. They had a 

seductive, lyrical sound. 
Images of summer: green lawns and 
lanes; shady, leafy trees. It wasn’t 
summer now though; it would soon 
be Christmas. That was why... 

She dragged her mind away from 
the images and read what the note 
said: 

Green Gables is the name of the 
house. It is just outside the village 
of Hawklingden. You can take the 
train from Victoria down to Hor- 
sham and I could pick you up from 
there, or alternatively I could drive 
you down from London. Let me 


know which is best. Anyway we will — 


travel on the 20th. Iam very much 
looking forward to the break, as I 
expect you are. My work will cer- 
tainly not preclude it being a very 
pleasant change. Charles Blissford. 

Valerie read it again and then put 
the note back in the envelope. Mr 
Blissford wasn’t her own boss; in 
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fact he was senior to Mr Winbury 
whom she worked for. It was Mr 
Blissford who had suggested it — to 
Mr Winbury. He had some work he 
wanted to get done over Christmas 
and his own secretary was not 
available for some reason or other. 
So he had spoken to James Winbury 
and Mr Winbury had asked her. 
More than asked her really for he had 


pointed out that Mr Blissford was the 


director and if she could find it 
possible then everyone would be 
happy. 

Valerie didn’t mind, she hadn’t 
anything much planned for 
Christmas, just the usual quiet time 
with her mother. And so yes, she 
could go. Mr Winbury said, ‘Good. 
Mr Blissford did specially ask for 
you. Because of all the good reports 
of your work of course.’ 

Yes. Well what else could the 
reason be? Apart from the fact. that 
Valerie Fernley was an exceptional- 


ly attractive girl. A delicate English 
Rose-type prettiness and also a very 
attractive figure. Full and firm where 
a girl’s figure should be but also nice- 
ly trim in other places. No doubt Mr 
Blissford had taken due note of all 
this. ; 

‘There’s this rather pleasan 
place,’ he had told James Winbury. 
‘Very quiet and restful, just the place 
for getting some work done and 
also...well a nice atmosphere for get- 
ting to know a girl. And I do like to 
get to know the junior staff.’ 

Yes. Especially if they looked like 
Valerie Fernley. James Winbury had 
naturally raised no objection. Mr 
Blissford was after all his boss. And 
also it would be good for Valerie. No 
doubt give her a bit of experience. 
Of life, etc. She was, at 18, pretty 
much inexperienced, or so he had 
gathered from talking to her. A 
virgin, not much doubt about that. 
Did Charles Blissford like virgins? 


Yes it would certainly be good for 
Valerie. And when she came back, 
with maybe a bit more experience of 
life, well perhaps he, James Win- 
bury, might take her off for a little 
break. Maybe even a return visit to 
this Green Gables. James Winbury 
had never been there himself. But he 
had a good idea. 

‘Is it a hotel?’ Valerie asked. 
‘Green Gables. It’s a lovely name, 
isn’t it? So summery.’ 

They were in Mr Blissford’s car, a 
plush leather-upholstered Jaguar. 
Driving down, for Valerie had taken 
that option if it was convenient for 
Mr Blissford. He was driving down 
anyway, he said, so it was no trou- 
ble at all. In fact he would much 
prefer to have her company on the 
drive. And who wouldn’t of course. 
Such a sweet and toothsome young 
lady. On the verge of womanhood 
but as yet so clearly inexperienced, 
unspoilt. Unsampled. 

‘No, it’s not a hotel. I think in fact 
it was a girls’ school at one time. A 
private school. Before that a private 
country house. Nowadays, well, it’s 
owned by a gentleman who has 
friends down from time to time.’ 

It was difficult to be more specific 
than that. You couldn’t exactly say 
that gentlemen came there with 
young ladies whom they wanted to 
introduce to training. No. Once a girl 
was there it was somehow a lot 
easier. As if there were the ghosts of 
all those young misses of the past, 
unhappily up before the Head or one 
of the staff for some indiscretion or 
shortcoming. Unhappy in the 
knowledge that they had to accept 
the consequences. ‘Slip your 
knickers down please, Elizabeth.’ 

Echoes reverberating from long 
dead days. ‘Sir, please Sir, it wasn’t 
my fault, Sir.’ ‘I don’t know about 
that, Elizabeth. I do know that 
you're the one I’ve caught. Now you 
are taking them down or shall I?’ 

Voices soft and sibilant. ‘Oh Sir. I 
hate this....’ 

Green Gables. 

Charles Blissford turned his atten- 
tion from the road for a moment. 
Smiling. ‘It is a lovely place though. 
Even at this time of year. A lovely 
house and of course the grounds. 
And a swimming pool. Are you a 
swimmer, Valerie?’ 

She laughed. Full pink lips parting. 
The perfect white teeth. Scrump- 
tious. ‘No. Hardly at all. I’m too 
scared.’ 

Mr Blissford’s eyes back on the 
road. It was warm for late 
December, but wet and windy, inter- 
mittently raining. The forecast was 
for it to clear up, though. He certain- 
ly hoped it would. She wouldn’t be 
keen on going outside without her 
clothes on this weather. 


“We'll have to teach you, Valerie. 
I'll have to teach you.’ 

She squirmed her bottom in the 
leather seat. ‘Ugh! This weather! 
Freezing! And won’t the pool be full 
of leaves?’ A pause. ‘And I haven’t 
got a swimsuit.’ 

Was the sky lighter ahead? Charles 
Blissford pictured visions. 

‘Oh I’m sure there won’t be 
leaves, Valerie. That gardener chap 
will be dealing with them. And if you 
haven't a swimsuit...’ The words 
rolled around in his head and then 
came smoothly out. ‘There are 
always your knickers.’ 

A little silence, except for the 
swish-swish of the windscreen 
wipers. He turned his head slightly. 
The cheeks were blushing as no 
doubt she pictured....She turned 
towards him. Mr Blissford was jok- 
ing of course. A smile. ‘I’d be frozen. 
Frozen stiff.’ 

‘Goose pimples?’ 

‘Covered in them!’ 

‘Well, we could always have a 
practice indoors. In your bedroom 
say. Practise the strokes. The breast- 
stroke, can you do that?’ 

‘Just about.’ 

‘Legs wide apart? Like a frog. 
Thighs up and wide as you can get 
them...and then pushing out.’ 
Charles Blissford picturing. 

‘Not very well.’ 

‘Well we'll have to practise. On 
your bed. And then if we do get a 
warm day we can go outside and try 
it out. Yes?’ 

Valerie shook her head. Hands 
came forward and clasped the 
delightful nyloned knees. ‘No! I’d be 
frozen!’ 

Charles Blissford’s own hand 
came down and patted the two 
hands. Then back to rest lightly on 
the tweed-covered thigh. The warm 
swell of the flesh beneath. He could 
see them widespread on the bed. 
The breast-stroke. And other exer- 
cises. His palm detected a tell-tale lit- 
tle bump. A suspender clasp. His 
hand reflectively rubbed over it, 
then came back up to the wheel. 

He had given her it at the end of 
last week. It, them. A Christmas of- 
fering in shiny festive wrapping. A 
lacy white suspender belt and three 
pairs of seamed nylon stockings. Plus 
a bottle of rather expensive perfume. 
In his office. “Open it,’ he had said. 
And then enjoyed the delightful 
blush when she had. ‘Do you wear 
them? Nylons?’ he had asked and she 
had said, ‘Sometimes.’ ‘So you can 
wear it, them, on the drive down.’ 

And she had. Presumably. 

The rain was still splattering 
against the windscreen but perhaps 
less persistently now. Valerie 
thought of Green Gables, trying to 
picture it. A gardener raking winter 


leaves from a pool. So that...but Mr 
Blissford had been joking surely. 
About swimming. In December at 
least. Especially as...you couldn’t go 
in like he said, in knickers and bra. 
For one thing all the knickers she 
had brought were either white or 
pastel. Completely transparent if 
they got wet. She felt her face 
flushing at the thought. And squirm- 
ed again in the soft leather seat. 
Anyway she would be there to work, 
that big draft Mr Blissford wanted 
typed. It was all a joke, there 
wouldn’t be time for larking about. 

Would there be other people stay- 
ing, with this gentleman who own- 
ed Green Gables? 

No, there wasn’t anyone else. Mr 
Randley, the Green Gables 
gentleman, who met them when 
they arrived, said there might be so- 
meone coming tomorrow but he 
wasn’t sure. ‘For the moment,’ he 
said smiling at Mr Blissford, ‘you 
have the run of the place. You and 
your delightful young lady, that is. 
Otherwise it’s just myself and 
Priscilla. Plus I think Harold is lurk- 
ing somewhere.’ 

Harold was the gardener. Raking 
leaves perhaps? And Priscilla was Mr 
Randley’s secretary. A little older 
than Valerie possibly. So she would 
have someone to talk to. Not that she 
couldn’t talk to Mr Blissford. Mr 
Randley himself was about Mr 
Blissford’s age. Maybe 50. He seem- 
ed nice. 

It had stopped raining and did 
seem a lot brighter as Valerie had 
stepped from the car in her high 
heels onto the wet gravel of the 
driveway. She was here: Green 
Gables. Chatting with Mr Randley 
who did seem nice but also was giv- 
ing her a frankly appraising look. 
Her full boobs in her smart tweed 
jacket. Men did look at them of 
course, they were quite large and 
also a good, firm shape. Mr Winbury, 
her boss, looked and also two weeks 
ago, in the pub at lunchtime where 
he’d taken her for a drink, he put his 
hand on them. Or on one of them. 
And she hadn’t had her jacket on 
then, just her blouse. But he hadn't 
persisted or made anything of it 
when, startled, she pushed his hand 
away. Just laughed. 

But Mr Randley...well he was on- 
ly looking and that was nothing to 
get excited about and normally she 
didn’t take any notice. But now she 
felt...well, a funny feeling. It was this 
place perhaps: Green Gables. And 
the things Mr Blissford had said. He 
had said about swimming lessons in 
her bedroom, though she did think 
it was a joke. And there was also 
something else he had said, just in 
passing. Something about caning — 
a way to build character, he’d said. 


ioe 


very well in the tests. High 
scores in typing and other office skills. 
And you seem to be a very attractive and 
personable young lady. Yes, very attrac- 
tive. Would you stand up please?’ 

Mr Halstock himself was getting up 
from his desk and coming round to 
Charlotte who was flushing slightly at 
what he had said. Did this mean that 
she’d got the job? 

‘Could you just slip off your jacket?’ 
he suggested. ‘So that.... 

Charlotte, standing up, after a mo- 
ment’s hesitation began unfastening but- 
tons. ‘I want to see your shape, said Mr 
Halstock. Just to make sure. 
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NEW GIRL IN THE OFFICE 


6 ongratulations, Miss Mingley, . 
said Mr Halstock. ‘You did 


Oh. Slipping off the jacket of her smart 
going-to-interviews suit. Was it normal 
to be asked to take your jacket off? Not 
that Charlotte had anything that would 
not stand up to scrutiny, so to speak. She 
was a very pretty brunette with an ex- 
cellent figure, tall and slim-waisted but 
at the same time with a full, firm bust. 
It was this that Mr Halstock was now 
judiciously observing, as it thrust out the 
front of her ivory silk blouse. 

‘Oh yes, very good indeed. And of 
course appearance is important in this 
position. You'll be in the front office and 
a pretty face and what a girl’s got up front 
are bound to catch the clients’ eyes. 
Market research has shown that a nice 
pair of tits on a pretty girl can have a most 


positive effect on a client, 

Charlotte didn’t know what to say but 
she could feel a flush of embarrassment 
colouring her cheeks. She was not used 
to being spoken about like this, almost 
as if she were a prize cow...And she 
didn’t like Mr Halstock’s choice of words. 
But he was now saying something else. 

“Yes very good, young lady. All in all 


I think you’re quite what we’re looking 


] 


for. 
Oh. Well. And the salary that had been 
mentioned had been very attractive 
indeed. 
Just...ah...pull your shoulders back a 
little, Miss Mingley. Let those fine things 
assume their natural prominence. 


Somehow, thinking of that salary, 
Charlotte did it. ‘That’s better. That’s 
much better. That and a nice winning 
smile, how could any client resist? A nice 
smile, my dear,’ 

And somehow, standing there with her 
boobs thrust out, Charlotte produced a 
rather sickly smile as well. She didn’t like 
this kind of thing, not at all, but perhaps 
in the world of business...And she did 
need the job. She badly wanted to get a 
place of her own and get away from her 
mother’s tiresome criticisms — not least 
of the fact that at the moment Charlotte 
didn’t have a job. This position with 
Halstock and Boothroyd, property 
developers, was just what she wanted, 
especially with that salary that she was 
sure was well above the average for a 
secretary/receptionist. Yes, surely she 
could smile and let Mr Halstock see the 
shape of her bust if it meant she had the 
job. 

‘However... said Mr Halstock. Ah. 
Even for pretty girls with large firm 
breasts life has its ‘howevers’. Indeed it 
might be said that at times they ex- 
perience ‘howevers’ more often than the 
rest of us. 

‘However, said Mr Halstock once more 
and still eyeing Charlotte’s splendid tits, 
‘first of all you will have temporary 
status. For a short initial period. So that 
Mr Boothroyd and I can be sure the com- 
pany has got exactly what it wants. I’m 
sure you can understand that.’ 

He gave her a big smile. ‘And in this 
temporary period your salary will be two- 
thirds of the full permanent figure. So 
that you can have something to look for- 
ward to as it were. 

Oh. That was a nasty little shock, when 
she had already been thinking what she 
could do with that nice big fiture. But Mr 
Halstock assured her that it would only 
be for a very short period, if she came 
up to scratch as he was sure she would. 

That was it. Charlotte had got the job 
so it was silly to feel disappointed. She 
put her jacket back on. 

‘Oh, said Mr Halstock. ‘One little 
thing. Do you always wear a bra, my 
dear?’ 

What? Charlotte rapidly flushing 
again. 

‘Tm sure those lovely things don’t need 
a bra, Miss Mingley. I mean for support. 
I’m sure they’re beautifully firm and well 
able to look after themselves. And market 
research quite clearly shows that a pret- 
ty girl with good boobs who doesn’t wear 
a bra is way ahead in terms of attrac- 
tiveness to clients. No bra and quite a 
tight blouse. So that the nipples can be 
seen.’ 

Charlotte bit her lip. What could you 
say to that. She could feel herself 
trembling. 

‘Anyway, my dear, just a thought. And 
we'll see you on Monday.’ 

Maybe Mr Halstock had been joking? 
He hadn’t sounded like he was joking 
though. And Charlotte really did want the 


job, her mother was getting quite im- 
possible. She wanted the job and she 
wanted that full, permanent salary. But 
to get that she presumably had to do what 
Mr Halstock wanted, to do what was 
good for the company as he would no 
doubt say. Those clients who wanted to 
see her nipples. 

On Monday morning feeling more than 
a little apprehensive and wearing a blouse 
and full skirt and, yes, also a bra 
Charlotte met for the first time the other 
partner, Mr Boothroyd. Mr Boothroyd, 
with a round, quite bald head, was not 
so obsessed with Charlotte’s tits as Mr 
Halstock seemed to be. But Mr 
Boothroyd was interested in something 
else. Right away he showed this interest. 
Right after introducing himself and then 
standing with Charlotte at the window 
looking down at the street, Mr Boothroyd 
put his hand on Charlotte’s bottom. Took 
hold of it. Took hold of the nearside full, 
firm cheek through her loose, quite thin | 
skirt. 

She involuntarily jerked forward. Not 
that Charlotte could jerk forward very far 
with the window close in front of her and 
then the street two floors below. Mr 
Boothroyd gave a little laugh. ‘You’ve got 
a lovely shape, my dear. A lovely figure. 
Mr Halstock was quite right.’ 

And then the hand which had been 
momentarily dislodged by Charlotte’s 
automatic shocked reaction, almost 
resulting in her banging her forehead 
against the windowpane, was back. A 
firm, no-nonsense grip of that same left 
cheek of her bottom, fingers reaching 
deep into the cleft. 

It was all absolutely unexpected. Mr 
Halstock hadn’t made any reference to her 
bottom, thought he had made her turn 
round when she had her jacket off. No, 
it was simply her tits that Charlotte had 
been concerned for and wondering what 
she was going to say to Mr Halstock if 
he said something like, ‘I thought we 
agreed no bra, Miss Mingley. Not of 
course that she had agreed that at all but 
he might easily say it and what would she 
do then? What if he told her there and 
then to take it off? With all this Charlotte 
hadn’t been able to give much thought to 
Mr Boothroyd or wonder whether he 
might also pose some sort of problem. 
Now his hand was suddenly, intimately 
on her bottom. Not just lightly touching 
it but really gripping the soft firm flesh. 
Whereas Mr Halstock hadn’t actually 
touched her boobs at ail. Not yet at least. 

Charlotte made a squealing ‘Eeek!’ 
sound and then, ‘Please...’ Trying to 
squirm away again. But this time Mr 
Boothroyd’s hand stayed with her. Mr 
Boothroyd was grinning. 

‘Not shy I hope, Miss? We won’t want 
a shy girl in the front office. I’m sure Mr 
Halstock told you that. 

Mr Boothroyd’s hand slid down, to the 
undercurve of Charlotte’s ripe rear. 
Fingers reaching in...she gave another 
shocked squeal. 

14 


‘Mustn’t be shy, my dear. You know 
what I do to a shy girl? I take her knickers 
down and smack her bottom. That usual- 
ly cures her of shyness.’ 

The fingers sharply pinched soft flesh. 
This was followed by a brisk slap across 
the trembling cheeks. Just remember 
that, young lady.’ 

Mr Boothroyd went off, into his office. 
Charlotte felt like she might collapse at 
any moment. Someone came in. Oh God. 
But it wasn’t Mr Halstock, it was the of- 
fice boy carrying a pile of letters. He in- 
troduced himself: Keith Banning. He 
looked about 18. Charlotte tried to pro- 
duce some normal friendly chat but her 
mind was still full of Mr Boothroyd’s 


dreadful hand. Keith Banning she notic- | 


ed was ogling her tits. Oh God. 

Mr Halstock didn’t come in until an 
hour later by which time Charlotte had 
been given some idea of how things 
worked by the boy Keith and Mr 
Boothroyd. Mr Boothroyd took whatever 
opportunity there was to get his hand on 
her bottom again. Charlotte knew what 
she should do was tell him firmly to stop 
it, she wasn’t putting up with that sort of 
thing. But she didn’t. She couldn’t. But 
if you couldn’t do that all you could do 
was meekly accept it. Maybe after he had 
done it a few times he would lose interest, 
she thought hopefully. But that, she knew, 
was being very hopeful. 

‘Getting on all right?’ queried Mr 
Halstock cheerfully when he did arrive. 
What with Mr Boothroyd and being 
afraid to stand anywhere near him 
Charlotte had pretty much forgotten Mr 
Halstock, whereas up until an hour ago 
she couldn’t think of anything else. She 
made a nervous reply. Mr Halstock said 
would she come into his office. 

Inside with the door closed he said ex- 
actly what she had feared he would say. 
‘I thought we agreed... etc. Charlotte felt 
herself begin to shake. 

‘I can't,’ she pleaded. ‘I can’t do that. 
That boy...’ For it was true he couldn't 
seem to keep his eyes off of Charlotte’s 
ripe boobs. But apart from that she 
anyway just couldn’t. 

Mr Halstock moved in close and turn- 
ed Charlotte round so that her back was 
towards him. She at once sensed what he 
was going to do but she was helpless. He 
did it. His hands came round under her 
arms and took hold of the splendid tits. 
A whimpering sound from Charlotte. 
Was it worse than what Mr Boothroy’ds 
hand had done? It was certainly just as 
bad. She had only a light bra on under 
her semi-transparent blue blouse. 
‘Please... she whispered weakly. 

Mr Halstock said, ‘Don’t worry about 
that youth, he is only the office boy and 
should be getting on with his work not 
looking at you. The cupping hands lifted 
the soft mounds up and down. ‘But I tell 
you what. I’ve got something I want you 
to do in here for half an hour. Let’s have 


it off while you do that. It'll get you into | 


the feel of it and you can put it on again 
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when you’re through. 

There was no point arguing because 
Mr Halstock was himself now unbutton- 
ing her blouse. Popping open the little 
buttons and pulling the blue material 
apart. And then at her bra strap. 
Charlotte had a funny feeling, like being 
in a dream. Well, not funny, awful. 
Dreadful. Mr Halstock had discovered 
that he couldn’t take the bra off without 
first removing her blouse — and so he 
was doing that. Charlotte wasn’t struggl- 
ing. That feeling of helplessness, and also 
the realisation that if she did struggle she 
would in all probability rip her blouse. 
The blouse came off, and then the bra. 
Mr Halstock pushing her hands away. It 
was just too unbelievably dreadful. Mr 
Halstock’s greedy hands at her nude 
boobs. Her nipples. Which were coming 
up, sticking out, aroused. by this 
nightmarish but heady action. 

Mr Halstock did eventually reluctant- 
ly let go and allow Charlotte to refasten 
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her blouse. But with it tight and semi- 
transparent over her splendid tits they 
were as good as nude still, in a way they 
were more than nude. ‘Very lovely, said 
appreciative Mr Halstock. His hands 
roamed sensuously over the taut thin silk. 
As he was doing this he suddenly asked: 

‘Mr Boothroyd. Has he said anything 
about his cottage yet?’ 

What? All Charlotte could really think 
of were hands. Mr Halstock’s hands, Mr 
Boothroyd’s hand. What was Mr Halstock 
saying as he continued to grope? 

Mr Halstock repeated his rather cryp- 
tic query. Well, no, he hadn't said 
anything about a cottage. 

‘Oh, said Mr Halstock. 

But Mr Boothroyd did say something 
half an hour later, almost as soon as 
Charlotte was back out in the other of- 
fice, her bra now mercifully on again. 

“Tomorrow afternoon, Charlotte, I am 
gong to take you out for a little break. To 
my cottage in Essex. I need to go out that 


way on business and if I take you it will 
be an excellent opportunity for us to get 
better acquainted.’ And perhaps to give 
some idea of what ‘better acquainted’ 
might mean Mr Boothroyd once more 
reached firmly for Charlotte’s bottom. 


* * * 


It was a pretty little place, a charming 
garden and all whitewash and beams in- 
side. But Charlotte was in no frame of 
mind to appreciate any of that. She was 
alone with Mr Boothroyd, that was all she 
could think of. She had been alone with 
him for an hour in his car, driving out 
of London right after lunch, and now 
here. What was Mr Boothroyd going to 
do? He had said yesterday it was a 
business trip but what business could it 
be alone in his cottage with the secretary? 
Also... 

On the drive down he had made her 
take her tights off. “You don’t need tights 
on a nice day in the country, he had said 


and made her take them off right there, 
driving along the Al2. ‘Anyway, Mr | | 
Boothroyd said, ‘I don’t like tights on a 
girl. In future make sure it’s stockings 
and a suspender belt at the office. OK?’ 
Charlotte hadn’t answered, her head 
full of scary thoughts of what Mr |/=" 
Boothroyd might have in mind at his cot- | 
tage. The scary thoughts weren’t made | 
any less scary as he began fondling her 
bare thighs while continuing to drive at 
high speed. Yesterday things had con- 
tinued more or less as they had begun and | 
_this morning hadn’t been any different. | 
If it wasn’t Mr Boothroyd it was Mr 
Halstock. 
In fact if all that wasn’t enough there 
was also young Keith. Charlotte had gone 
to the pub with him yesterday lunchtime 
when he had offered, thinking that at least 
he might be some sort of ally, but he had 
just kept wanting to put his hand on her 
leg. And also told her she had ‘really 
super boobs.’ That sort of behaviour was 
not at all what she wanted but he had | ~ 
merely grinned and said, ‘Don’t say 
you’re keeping it all for Mr Halstock and 
Mr Boothroyd.’ But at least Charlotte was 
sure she could handle him. Her two 
employers were undoubtedly something 
else. She had even thought of leaving — 
except that she knew how her mother 
would react to that. And anyway she 
would have to give notice: two weeks. 
And in that two weeks... 

“Would you like a drink?’ Mr 
Boothroyd inquired now they were in the _ 
- snug sitting room of Primrose Cottage. 
‘Then we can get down to business.’ 

Business? Charlotte said she’d have a 
sherry please if there was one. What 
business? Whatever it was a drink might 
help. 

‘Discipline, Mr Boothroyd said after 
it was established that Charlotte would 
prefer medium sweet. ‘Are you familiar 
with discipline, my dear? I am talking of 
course of discipline of the physical sort.’ 

What? A blank look. 

‘Spanking, Charlotte. Are you ex- 
perienced in having your knickers taken 
down and your bare bottom spanked? 
That is what I am talking about. 

Oh Jesus. He had said something about 
that yesterday, but she hadn't 
thought...Mr Boothroyd couldn’t really 
mean... 

‘All girls need a taste, Charlotte. 
Discipline is necessary in any person’s 
life and for young women of your age it } AN 
should definitely be discipline of the pe 
spanking variety. Although one can also 
use the cane or a strap as well to very 
good effect.’ 

Charlotte half choked on her drink. 

- ‘So I’m going to give you a little in- 
troduction. Drink up. Drink up and then 
take your dress off. And then your 
knickers,’ 

Charlotte didn’t believe this. He 
couldn’t. It was even worse than Mr 
Halstock making her take her bra off in 
his office. Charlotte hadn’t been able to 


believe that either — until Mr Halstock 


made her do it. But this....No!’ she 
breathed. ‘No! You can't.’ 

‘Do you want me to do it?’ queried Mr 
Boothroyd. calmly. ‘I certainly can. 
Though if you struggle you may well get 
those nice big buttons ripped off. Or even 
that smart dress itself ripped. Don’t you 
think?’ 

It was her favourite dress. Black and 
slim skirted, buttoning all down the back. 
Mr Boothroyd had said wear something 
smart and she had. Not knowing that he 
was going to be ripping if off her. 
Charlotte bit her lip, and then stood up. 
Feeling sick her hands went behind her, 
to the big black buttons. 

‘That’s a good girl” Mr Boothroyd said 
smugly. 


Charlotte didn’t look at him. Trying to [soos 


close her mind, shut it all out. Not that 
she could. She had nothing under her |. 
dress except brief bra and knickers. No 
tights of course and she hadn’t worn a |~ 
slip. Mr Boothroyd was watching her like 
some kind of creature waiting for its prey. | — 
The buttons were all undone now. 

‘Slip it off; he said. ‘Leave it there on 
the carpet. And then come here.’ 

In just her skimpy bra and pants and 
high heels stepping over to where Mr 


| Boothroyd was waiting, sitting on a low 


easy chair. ‘How lovely, he smiled. 
‘What a lovely girl. Now the knickers 


please. Slip them off. Then get down 


here.’ 
The knickers were off. She got down, 
kneeling on the carpet at his side. Then 


_ made herself bend over his lap. Hands on 


the carpet at the other side. Think of that 
lovely little flat she would be able to rent 


- when in a couple of weeks time she was 


on the full, permanent salary. Just think 


about that, Charlotte told herself. Mr 


Halstock had said probably two weeks. 
That was all. And then... 

Mr Boothroyd was playing with her 
bottom. Jiggling the smooth nude cheeks. 
Playfully slapping them. Think about the 
flat. Think about being free of her [ 
mother’s nagging. 

CRACK... 

She gasped as his hand splatted down, 
hard and crisp. Causing her to lurch for- 
ward. A whimper. 

CRACK!... 

Think about something. It would 
soon... 

CRACK... 

Oh please...It would soon be over. 

CRACK... 

It was nothing really. Only Mr 
Boothroyd’s hand slamming into her bare 
bottom. It really hurt but... 

CRACK]... 

It wasn’t impossible. Think of 
something really impossible... 

CRACK!...CRACK!... 

Something really impossible... 

Afterwards Mr Boothroyd, eyes gleam- 
ing, said, ‘How about a little rest after 
that. A lie down. Upstairs. There’s a nice 
little bed, sheets all aired. Come on, 
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7. here weren't any leaves in the 
pool. She hadn’t imagined it 
correctly, it was away from 
the trees. Quite near the house and 
with a clipped yew hedge on the far 
side. So probably Mr Gummings the 
gardener didn’t need to rake any 
out. The water was still and cold 
looking. The thought of going in it, 
in a swimsuit or anything else, made 
Valerie shiver. 

Not that it was cold today in the 
garden. A quiet, still day now the 
rain had stopped. Wet on the grass 
but pleasant outside. More like 
autumn than December, some of the 
trees still with their leaves on. It was 
a lovely place, a large lawn running 
up to the house and with wooded 
grounds all round. It must have been 
nice to be at school here, years ago 
before the war, a boarder with your 
friends. Except of course for those 
character-building aspects. The 
swimming lessons. And even more 
the cane. 

Standing by the pool Mr Blissford 
was asking her about school. Her 
school. Just the local one, she told 
him. The comprehensive. ‘No little 
touches of the cane? Across the bot- 
tom?’ Mr Blissford laughed. Valerie, 
looking down at the water, gave 
another little shiver and said No. 

Mr Blissford, close to her, slipped 
an arm round Valerie’s waist. ‘But 
we're going to have some lessons 
here, aren’t we, my dear? See if we 
can improve your swimming style. 
And then....’ 

Valerie shifted her weight as she 
felt the arm tighten slightly round 
her waist. Had he meant it then? 
Swimming lessons. He couldn’t 
mean here in this freezing water. But 
in her room...? 

Mr Blissford said, ‘And afterwards 
perhaps some other lessons.’ 

What. What was he saying? 

‘Mr Randley is something of a 
traditionalist. The past fascinates 
him. When things were so well 
ordered, and people were brought 
up to respect things. When girls and 
young women were respectful and 
demure. Not like today when they’ll 
open their legs for any Tom, Dick or 
Harry.’ 

The hand squeezed her waist. ‘Not 
that I include you in that, Valerie. I 
know you're not that type. In fact I 
expect you're a virgin.’ A pause. 
Valerie staring hard at the water. 
‘Aren't I right?’ 

‘Yes.’ The little word popped out. 
Her body was tingling, her face, she 
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imagined, bright red. 

“Yes. Of course. But the general 
run of girls today. Mr Randley 
anyway likes to look back on the 
good old days. When this place was 
a finishing school. When if there was 
any trouble a girl would be 
straightaway taking her knickers 
down. The cane, or at the least a 
spanking.’ 

Valerie was trembling. Partly 
because the hand had slid down 
somewhat, more onto her hip. Mr 
Blissford said, ‘He canes Priscilla, 
you know.’ 

What? Priscilla? That other girl, Mr 
Randley’s secretary? A pretty girl, 
brunette, Valerie hadn’t had the op- 
portunity to talk to her yet. But she 
had looked at Valerie with a certain 
look, inquiring, wondering perhaps 
about her and Mr Blissford. That was 
what she had thought. But now, 
what Mr Blissford had just said. A 
picture in Valerie’s mind. A breath- 
taking picture. 

‘Not that she’s the sort of girl, run- 
ning around and getting her knickers 
off at every opportunity. Oh no. But 
Mr Randley nonetheless thinks it’s 
good for her.’ A little pause. ‘Can 
you understand that, Valerie?’ 

She didn’t answer but instead gave 
a squeaky gasp. For at that moment 
Mr Blissford’s hand had slid right 
down, over the swell of her bottom, 
and was now cupping the under- 
curve of the cheek on that side. 
Through her tweed skirt and, 
underneath, her slip, Valerie’s 
knickers were brief ones, the hem 
slanting sharply up and across. So 
that a good part of what he was 
holding was not covered by 
knickers. 

She made another gaspy sound, 
her body trembling, her bottom 
trembling. She wanted to jerk away, 
but... 

‘He canes her bottom, Valerie. He 
takes her knickers down and canes 
her bottom.’ 

Mr Blissford’s hand was still there, 
as if to demonstrate exactly what 
part of Priscilla’s anatomy was dealt 
with. Valerie produced a whispered 
‘Please...’ but that didn’t stop Mr 
Blissford’s hand. It jiggled her 
bottom-cheek. 

‘And also, Valerie, I have to tell 
you. He thinks that every girl who 
comes here should have a taste of the 
cane.’ 

What? What? 

Mr Blissford had said that outside, 
by the pool, with his hand shocking- 


ly on her bottom. They were now in- 
side, in the house. Upstairs. A 
bedroom. It was Valerie’s bedroom 
and next to it, with an interconnec- 
ting door, was Mr Blissford’s 
bedroom. That fact, the interconnec- 
ting door, gave food for a lot of 
thought but Valerie’s mind was still 
on what Mr Blissford had said about 
Mr Randley. He thinks all girls who 
come to Green Gables should get a 
taste of the cane. 

That must have been a joke. And not 
really a very nice one. Valerie look- 
ed at the bed, and then over at the 
window. The sky had cleared and 
the low December sun was shining 
straight in. 

‘What d’you think?’ Mr Blissford 
asked, going to sit on her bed. 

What did she think? Valerie shook 
her head. What about the work, all 
that typing that she was supposed to 
do? Mr Blissford hadn’t mentioned 
that. And presumably he wasn’t talk- 
ing about it now. 

‘The cane I mean, Valerie. What 
am I going to tell Mr Randley? He is 
a great one for tradition and also of 
course it is his house. So I suppose 
he’s entitled to have his rules. If I say 
I haven’t done it he’ll expect to do 
it himself. Give you the cane I mean.’ 

She looked at Mr Blissford, big- 
eyed. It was all...it had to be a joke. 
But at the same time there was 
something....Maybe it was the ghosts 
of those girls. Girls submitting. With 
resigned, unhappy faces, hands up 
under skirts to their knickers. Sliding 
them reluctantly down. The dread- 
ed routine. Here in this room. All 
these rooms had been girls’ 
bedrooms. And girls no doubt had 
been caned in their rooms. In here. 
At times with the dazzling late 
December sun streaming in... 

‘No!’ she said. 

Mr Blissford looking thoughtful 
got to his feet. Came close. His hands 
coming up to the top button of her 
tweed jacket. He was unfastening it. 

‘I tell you what, Valerie. Perhaps 
we can tell Mr Randley a little white 
lie. I won’t cane you, not just now. 
But there’s got to be something, it 
can only be a little white lie. So what 
I'll do is spank you. A good spank- 
ing over my lap. Then we won't real- 
ly be cheating Mr Randley, will we? 
And we'll be able to look him in the 
eye. 

She yelped. ‘No....please...’ 
Urgently. But Valerie knew it was 
going to happen. Mr Blissford say- 
ing, ‘Now. We'll do it now. Best to 


get it over with, before dinner. And 
it’s nothing much: a spanking. Come 
on, will you do it or shall I?’ Mean- 
ing take her clothes off. 

She began. If it had to be done it 
was at least better to do it herself. So 
she began. Unbuttoning. The ghosts 
were there. All around. Watching 
sharp-eyed. Sympathetic, knowing 
the feelings. But some perhaps also 
smiling. Why shouldn't she have it? 
Like they had. 

Her tweed jacket and then the 
skirt. Her blouse. And slip. That left 
just bra and brief knickers and the 
suspender belt and nylons he had 
given her. He had said he wanted her 
to wear them and she had because if 
you were given a Christmas present 
even if it was something that made 
you blush you couldn’t very well 
refuse to wear it. In any case she 
hadn’t really thought he had meant 
anything by it. She hadn't 
dreamt...she would be standing here 


like this. | 
Mr Blissford keenly looking, as all 


those ghosts were looking. 
‘Everything,’ he said _ softly. 
‘Everything. We must do it 
properly.’ 

And that was how they did it. 
Valerie with everything off. 
Unbelievable — unless perhaps she 
was a ghost as well. No. She couldn't 
be. It was all clearly living, breathing 
flesh. Full and firm. Rounded but- 
tocks and thighs. Full, high breasts 
swaying gently as, hot-faced, she 
stepped towards Mr Blissford. Firm 
and ripe with jutting pink nipples. 
Oh no, those breasts certainly could 
not belong to a ghost. 

But if she clearly wasn’t that there 
was perhaps something statuesque. 
So Charles Blissford thought. For his 
surprised eyes observed that this ex- 
quisite body was quite devoid of 
hair. 

Well, well. That was unexpected. 


Holding her firmly in place with one 
of her hands twisted behind her 
back, his right hand cracking down. 
Splatting into the fleshy, slightly 
wobbly cheeks. Yes very unex- 
pected. What could seemingly inno- 
cent Valerie have been up to? For 
surely at 18? And she was a very full- 
grown girl. In all respects. So... 

She was grunting and gasping. 
Gaspy little yelps and cries. Sounds 
that this room had heard so often. 
Over the long years, and more 
recently too. Mr Randley and his 
various friends. Oh yes, these walls 
were well acquainted with a girl’s 
cries of distress. There were many 
ghosts. 

Afterwards Mr Blissford, standing 
the trembling girl on her feet, said, 
‘A wet flannel. Cold water. That’s 
always a good thing right 
afterwards.’ 

Leading her over to the washbasin. 
‘And tell me, Valerie...’ 
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6 & ome round for a drink about 
eight’ John had said, ‘Paula 
from accounts will be coming 

and Ted of course. The three of them 
usually got together at least one evening 
a week for a good moan at the lack of ac- 
tivities in the small midland town, and 
to gossip about the staff at the factory. 

John was number two in accounts and 
good at his job. A future director they 
reckoned, given time. Ted was very quiet 
and a complete contrast, working in the 
drawing office; yet in his quiet way he 
seemed to pull as many girls as John did, 
assuming one believed all that John said, 
which sometimes was a little far fetch- 
ed. Nigel was the man in the middle. He 


worked, (or as he sometimes put it — girl 
watched) in sales. Their friendship which 
started in the football team had progress- 
ed over two or three years. 

It was odd that Paula was going to be 
there. She was nearly thirty and a few 
years older than they were. Their social 
lives had not crossed before except at of- 
fice parties. not that she did not appeal 
to him. She was an attractive, tall, 
brunette, with a head not only for figures, 
but a figure on which to carry the head. 
Many a junior in the accounts department 
had spent his working hours fantasising 
as to just how she would be with him in 
bed, but none of them (to public 
knowledge) had ever brought it off. 

John offered him a beer. Paula had not 


arrived and Ted was engaged in drawing 
erotic pictures that featured ladies legs in 
quantity, not to say quality. 

‘Do you know Sandra in accounts?’ 
John asked. 

‘She of the heart shaped face, dark hair, 
and a trail of broken hearts?’ 

‘The same, 

“Yes of course, why? He took a swig 
of beer and wished he’d had the courage 
to describe her as he so often thought of 
her. A twenty two year old, she was 
shaped more like a nymphette of sixteen 
and pounded the corridors with the poise 
of a director. Only five foot two inches 
high in her nylon hose she invariably 
wore to work a tight skirt that bulged out 
over her bottom and gripped tight to her 
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thighs and hips, outlining the dimples of 
her cheeks as she walked, and suggesting 
the outline of her panties. It was a bot- 
tom that invited patting, but the potential 
patter was forever deterred by the glint 
in the large innocent sapphire eyes, and 
the pouting mouth. 

She lived alone with a widowed 
mother, who, if rumour was anything to 
go by, was all her daughter was not. But 
rumour is not always right. 

Nigel was one of the few from his of- 
fice who had not asked Sandra out, and 
therefore one of the very few who had not 
been refused. No one knew about her 
social life, if indeed she had any. 

‘The bottom’ was Nigel’s unspoken 
name for her. Here comes the bottom, he 
would think, recognising just that part of 
her anatomy before all else. 

‘Why do you mention her?’ he queried. 

‘She’s coming round in a little while.’ 

Nigel swallowed hastily. The bottom 
here! He reached out for another beer. 
‘Any particular....I mean...that is?’ 
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‘All in good time — just hang on if you 
can.’ John turned to Ted and said ‘do you 
think you could desist from creating porn 
in my lodgings, humble though they be. 
I do have some social standing in the firm 
and our other guests work in my depart- 
ment. Ted obligingly screwed up what 
Nigel thought should have been screwed 
and consigned them to the waste paper 
basket, giving him a conspiratorial wink 
in the process. Just why Nigel was not 
quite sure. This was an evening that was 
not beginning as did so many of such 
similar drinking sessions. 

The bell rang. ‘I'll get it’ John said 
hastily. Out in the hall he heard the mut- 
tering of voices, the opening and closing 
of the hall cupboard, and the squeak of 
the bathroom door which John always 
threatened to oil. He returned alone and 
resumed his beer. Nigel sensed an at- 
mosphere that was getting thicker and 
more incomprehensible by the minute. 
Ted seemed to be totally unconcerned. 
Their conversation followed along the 


usual company type, girl interspersed 
chat, until after a further ten minutes the 
bell rang again. Another non-visitor 
thought Nigel as John went once more to 
the hall and muted conversation gave a 
background to the silence in the sitting 
room. 

This time the door opened to reveal a 
rather stunning Paula. A close-fitting 
black dress which accentuated her long 
slender legs and emphasised her height, 
made more formal by her upswept hair. 

‘Hi guys’ she waved regally, turned to 
John and said ‘Have they met your other 
guest yet?’ 

‘Beer?’ asked John, ‘or something 
short?’ 

‘I think the something short comes 
later, she grinned. ‘I'll start with a beer. 
It might be thirsty work ahead.’ 

John found her a glass that was more 
in character with her delicacy than the 
petrol station tumblers they were drink- 
ing from. ‘Are you ready?’ he asked. She 
grinned again. ‘Never readier. 


John went to the door and called out 
‘O.K. Sandy you can come in now. He 
did not stop to greet her but returned to 
his drink and started a nondescript con- 
versation with Paula which Nigel 
neglected to follow, concentrating on the 
half open door to the hall. The bathroom 
door creaked and a form very slowly ap- 
peared. It was indeed ‘the bottom’. No 
flaunting of the pouting lips though. 
There was a subdued hanging of the head. 
She stood in the doorway, diminutive and 
seemingly afraid. She was carrying 
something which at first Nigel could not 
identify, and which when he did made 
him flip. It was a cane. She held it about 
its middle with the fingers of both hands. 
Nigel knew instinctively that was the way 
it would be held by a recipient, not so- 
meone who was going to use it. 

John signalled to her. 

‘Come and sit over here on the sofa’ 

She walked reluctantly across the room 
to the close attention of all the occupants, 
displaying quiet unconsciously as she 
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went the tight profile of her buttocks 
swelling out below the narrow waist and 
the impudent fall of the skirt as the flesh 
curved back into her thighs. 

She sat on the edge of the seat with the 
cane across her lap looking everywhere 
except into anyones eyes. 

There was a long pause. It was not for 
Nigel to break the silence even if he had 
wanted to which he didn’t. He sat down 
in a deep chair opposite her and stared. 
Her skirt had pulled up above her knees 
and he could stare up into the shadows 
between her thighs and imagine what he 
might have been able to see had the light 
been stronger, her knees just a fraction 
further apart or even splayed. He furtive- 
ly took a gulp of beer. 

‘I suppose you are wondering what this 
is all about.’ John announced as if this 
sort of situation were an everyday oc- 
curence for him. ‘Well — its quite sim- 
ple. This little tart here has been ripping 
off the company for the past few weeks 
to the tune of quite a sum of money. Paula 
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here found it out and asked me how we 
should deal with it as all the girls have 
come under suspicion. We have come to 
a very satisfactory agreement — haven't 
we Sandy?’ She nodded, eyes still not 
engaging anyone elses. Were there tears 
there, Nigel thought. They seemed to be 
glistening more than he had noticed 
before. But then he had rarely been this 
close. 

‘Sandra has agreed to pay the money 
back over the next few weeks, and in the 
meantime I have paid it in and adjusted 
the books. In return for not being pro- 
secuted and sacked she has agreed to ac- 
cept a punishment from me which Paula 
will deliver for us as the injured party, 
namely a thrashing.’ 

Nigel could scarcely believe it. The 
bottom, bent, being caned. He really did 
not believe. He sipped and choked bring- 
ing himself back to reality. A thousand 
questions paraded through his mind. 
How? — bent? — over a chair as he used 
to be? — clothes on? off? He drank again 
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deeply and stumbled out of the chair for 
‘another beer. 

“When you’re ready Nigel perhaps we 
can begin. John said. 

‘Sorry John’ he mumbled. Paula gave 
him an engaging not-to-worry smile. 

‘It’s quite simple’ John started. “We’ve 
agreed Sandy gets twelve with the cane, 
in front of witnesses who promise never 
to discuss it with anyone else. We are the 
witnesses’ he added unnecessarily. 

‘Just twelve?’ asked Paula softly. 

‘Hold on, I was coming to that. We all 
meet here again in three weeks and she 
gets another dozen from one of the other 
girls. I haven’t decided who yet. Any 
questions. Paula?’ 

‘No Sir. 

‘Sandra?’ she bit her lower lip and 
shook her head, fingers tight around the 
cane. 

How she must be hating this moment 
Nigel thought, a nightmare situation, and 
I am loving every second it it, living it 
as if it were champagne, the more she is 
humiliated the greater will be my 
pleasure. He looked at the others all look- 
ing at the culprit. She gazed back into a 
distance somewhere outside the room, 
defiance radiating from every pore of her 
delectable body. 

Let it be hard, thought Nigel. Bloody 
hard, and slow. Let’s hope Paula takes her 
time, and bare of course. He felt himself 
blushing as he momentarily placed 
himself in Sandy’s position and imagin- 
ed having to haul down his trousers, 
which now bulged in front. The idea of 
the humiliation she was going to suffer 
made him throb with excitement. 

‘Stand up Miss Brown.’ The excitement 
in Paula’s voice could not be concealed. 
Td like that cane now please.’ 

She gave it a seemingly professional 
flexing to Nigel’s eye. 

‘Now let’s have that skirt up. ’'m sure 
the boys would like to see what’s 
underneath. Without taking her eyes off 
Paula, Sandra increased her pout and 
fiddled with the waistband of the skirt un- 
til it was hoisted waist high. 

‘Pick it up.’ 

Her knickers tightened to outline her 
bottom curls and the delicacy of the lips 
between her thighs. The sight far exceed- 
ed Nigel’s wildest fantasies. The flawless 
thighs, so tantalisingly flaunted, melted 
into her hips and buttocks. If there had 
been any thoughts in Nigel’s mind of le- 
niency, (and there had not) they were now 
totally dispelled. She had to be flogged. 
He glanced at Paula. She nodded her ap- 
proval of the culprit’s co-operation, ex- 
uding a grim determination that promis- 
ed a thrasing to be remembered. But that, 
thought Nigel philosophically, is exactly 
what a thrashing is for. He settled com- 
fortably back into his chair. Paula pro- 
pelled a footrest over to the couch. 

‘Kneel on that.’ 

Without being told Sandra squared it 
neatly off to the couch and knelt up. Her 
feet protruded over the edge, and her 
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back set straight, and rigid; yet another 
part of her to radiate defiance. It was a 
posture that emphasised the bare hollow 
that showed below the short simple 
blouse, shadowy and_ dimpling 
downwards to broaden into her buttocky 
hips only partially hidden by panties 
clingingly eagerly, tracing every contour 
of the generous surfaces they failed to 
conceal, dipping like a swallow in flight 
into the mysteries of her groove, and 
sweeping joyfully up to disappear bet- 
ween her tightly held thighs, a journey 
that Nigel would fain have undertaken 
himself. If ever a bottom could be said 
to have breathed, expressed, com- 
municated, conveyed, or in any other way 
made the onlookers aware of its 
pugnacious impudence and disdain, then 
this one did; and to its own detriment, 
struck into the same onlookers’ hearts a 
hardness that demanded to see the said 
bottom whipped out of its arrogant 
complacency. 

Her arms hung limply down by her 
thighs, betraying her tension by the 
merest twitching of her finger nails 
against the polished skin. 

‘Fine, everyone ready then?’ 

Grunts of assent. Nigel did not trust 
himself to speak. He nodded. It was real- 
ly going to happen. It was mind boggl- 
ing. He drank long and deep, his eyes 
never leaving those liquid contours. 

‘Get your head and shoulders down into 
the couch and I want your bottom well 
up. 

Sandra’s compliance was not inspired 
with enthusiasm but nevertheless she dip- 
ped down to the required position. 

‘Not like that. Stretch your arms right 
out sideways and put your head forward 
until it touches the back of the couch’ 

“You must have done this sort of thing 
before, Ted said with a degree of respect 
in his voice. 

‘Some’ she laughed. “My kid brother. 
Mum usually delegated the task to me, 
She zipped the cane as confirmation of 
her familiarity with its use. 

‘Nigel you are closest. Will you take 
her pants down for me, 

Sandra shot up. ‘But that is not.... 
Nigel realised it was the first time she had 
spoken since entering the room. 

‘Not what we arranged’ continued John 
for her. ‘That’s right, it isn’t, but then we 
didn’t know about the extra thirty seven 
pounds missing from the petty cash. 

‘Get down, said Paula sharply. 

The liquid little figure flowed slowly 
back into the ageless posture that begg- 
ed a flogging. 

‘O.K. Nigel? 

Sandra did not look at him as he took 
hold of the waistband of her skimpy 
knickers, but thrust her face deeper into 
the cushions. He eased them down, his 
knuckles brushing with more pressure 
than was absolutely required for the task 
against her skin. It felt cool and curious- 
ly resilient; rubber like. The perfectly 
designed foil for a cane. Her thighs which 


were quivering imperceptibly, except to 
touch, held fast to the material and he had 
to insinuate his hand to ease it out from 
her crutch, the warmth there contrasting 
strangely with the cool golden skin. 
Leaning forward in his task he was aware 
of a subtle fragrance at once animal and 
feminine, yet compounded also of 
cleanliness, soap, talc, and mystery. It 
was heady, and incredibly sensual. He 
left the garment a few inches below the 
crease of her thighs and bottom, wrap- 
ped into itself, the prominent display of 
the gusset being a bold statement of her 
nakedness. 

The first stroke cut cleanly and evenly 
into both buttock cheeks, the sound crisp 
and satisfying, the skin responding with 
an instant redness changing rapidly to the 
makings of a weal. 

Nigel felt a sense of disappointment, 
something lacking. Sandra had not mov- 
ed, and if it had not been for the whiten- 
ing of her knuckles where her hands were 
gripping the cushions it would not have 
been possible to implicate her as part of 
the scene. He glanced at Paula. A small 
frown had set in and he guessed the next 
would be harder. It was. Swung with the 
full weight of her shoulders it splatted in- 
to the waiting bottom. There was a small, 
sudden surprised gasp from the couch, 
and for a moment the hips swayed from 
side to side. Harder thought Nigel, make 
her squeal, not recognising the cruelty 
appearing in his own make up. 

The third expelled all the breath from 
Sandra in an instant, and in the same 
short breadth of time her cheeks con- 
tracted together almost to obliterate the 
central groove, and then relaxed and con- 
tracted again rapidly like a jellyfish in 
motion. Now she’s beginning to feel it, 
Nigel commented to his inner self. He 
shot another quick look at Paula. She 
evidently thought so too as she was grin- 
ning at John who nodded approvingly. 
The frantic efforts of the bottom to 
diseminate the pain seemed to be work- 
ing. She was ready for another one. It 
came, swinging in low and long across 
the lowest part just above the thighs. As 
the cane lifted off, so seemingly did San- 
dra lift an inch or two with, it her whole 
body bounding up to sink back into the 
sofa with a*strangled cry that continued 
for some seconds into a wail of despair. 
One thigh rubbed desperately against the 
other as if for support, her hands open- 
ing and closing, clutching at the 
cushions. Satisfied, Paula lowered the 
cane and waited for the performance to 
stop. Welts in different stages of 
development were appearing now, each 
contributing to her quota of pain. 

Nigel watched fascinated. He was in 
a world apart bounded only by the 
pleasurable expectation of the gyrations 
to be anticipated from the next stroke, 
and the next, and the next. There was all 
the time in the world to savour the girl’s 
trembling limbs as Paula took her so nice 
and slowly; to try and recall the elusive 
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snick of the cane’s impact on bare flesh 
— there — then gone, but inevitably to 
return like a flavoursome morsal. He 
floated in comfort and pleasurable an- 
ticipation, sparing for a second a thought 
as to just what Sandra’s boundaries might 
be at this moment. In front the solid sup- 
port of the couch, to the side the dubious 
comfort of her clutching hands, and 
behind — a wall of pain of increasing 
dimensions, and within only rising panic 
that she would not be able to endure the 
next stroke and would either disgrace 
herself or reveal intimacies of her per- 
son in her wild efforts to shake off the 
pain. Certainly she would not be able to 
think beyond the fact that soon — all too 
soon — the cane would again descend. 
Suddenly Nigel realised what he wanted. 
No, needed. Even this spectacle had not 
broken the spell of inferiority that this 
girl’s disdain over the months had cast 
upon him, but if only he could see her 
totally displayed then he knew it had to 
be broken. 


He looked afresh at Paula. Would she 
keep the pressure up and beat yet harder. 
He so much wanted her to. Take her to 
her limit, he breathed to himself. 

The ensuing stroke was a repetition of 
its predecessor. Clean and crisp across 
the crown of the presented bottom. Paula 
seemed well pleased with the local ac- 
tivity, and the oral protests of pain. She 
allowed Sandy to settle and waited until 
there was some control over the hiccup- 
ping sobs, then gave John a wink and 
slashed down as hard as she could, giv- 
ing the next two as fast as possible with 
no space between them. The effect was 
electric. One knee shot out sideways in- 
to space, her shoulders lifted up, her 
back arched and for the time it took for 
all her breath to pass an agonising deep 
groan, she maintained a precarious 
balance and Nigel glimpsed, deep within 
the golden groove, the neat circular bud, 
and beyond, the pearl-pink lips. Then 
Sandra’s hands came back to knead and 
worry at her hurts, great gasping sobs 
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rasping her throat. 

‘Go down — Go down at once.’ Paula 
demanded, but it took time and firm per- 
suasion to settle the girl once more to her 
punishment. 

The remainder, given slowly, exacted 
their due reward for the onlookers, and 
never for a moment was Sandra in doubt 
as to the efficacy of the strokes. Then it 
was over. Tear-stained she fled to the 
bathroom with whatever shreds of digni- 
ty she had left. It was sometime after 
Nigel had taken another beer that they 
heard the front door close. 

It was more than a week before he met 
her again in the corridor. He had 
wondered many times how it would be. 
She was coming out of accounts. 

‘Hello’ he said — as friendly as 
possible. 

She looked as if she wished she were 
miles away, and pushed past him. He 
turned and followed ‘the bottom’ as he 
had so often done in the past. 

‘Do you want to come out?’ He 


bellowed as she reached the end of the 
corridor. 

She stopped and turned, surprise evi- 
dent on her face. . 

‘O.K. When.’ 

‘Tonight?’ 

‘Alright.’ 

‘Pick you up at seven.’ 

“Yeah, see you.’ 

She turned and was gone. 

Although he half expected her to be 
still in the same skirt, Nigel was pleased 
to find that she had changed into a 
veritable mini with a colourful tight top 
that drew more attention to her boobs 
than the bottom. He took her to the pub 
for a meal but the evening could hardly 
have been called a success. She was dis- 
tant and cold. He found it impossible to 
raise a smile on her sullen face. Her mind 
was apparently elsewhere and Nigel 
wondered why she had agreed to go out 
with him if the resentment of what had 
happened rankled. He drove her back 
and was more than surprised when she 
invited him in for coffee. He hesitated, 
there had been disappointment enough 
already in the evening. 

‘My mum’s out’ she said flatly. 

‘Alright then,’ he assented. 

Conversation was a little easier over 
coffee. She got up to pour herself another 
cup and in so doing managed to spill the 
milk over his trousers. 

‘I’m sorry’ she said and sounded as if 
she really meant it. ‘Here, hang on, I'll 
fetch a cloth.’ She was back in seconds 
and vigorously assisted him to dry 
himself. 

‘I’m afraid you’ll have to send them 
to the cleaners. I really am sorry. I'll 
fetch a hairbrush.’ 

‘What the hell’s the use of a hair- 
brush?’ he demanded rubbing away at the 
visible evidence of an unsuccessful 
evening. 

“You'll want to punish me won’t you?’ 

She was gone before he could come 
out of the boggle into which he had spun 
so unexpectedly, and was back demure 
and with a butter-wouldn’t-melt-in-her- 
mouth expression, holding a wooden 
backed hairbrush. 

She looked down at him as he sat on 
the sofa, then thrust it into his hands. 

‘Are you left or right handed?’ she 
giggled. 

‘Right. Why?’ 

She sat beside him on his right and laid 
herself across his knees. Then as an after 
thought reached back and flipped her 
skirt up to reveal transparent bikini pan- 
ties that showed up the bruises left by the 
cane. 

Amazed beyond belief Nigel arrang- 
ed her slight body to his satisfaction. She 
was totally compliant. He paused savour- 
ing the moment. 

‘Nigel.’ 

‘Yes? 

‘Please don’t make me wait too long. 
I want there to be a lot of time for you 
to love me better afterwards.’ 
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here was work to do. Typing. 
The next morning. Sitting at a 
little desk in a room that Mr 
Blissford said had been a classroom. 
Back in those long-dead days. She 
could see them. Girls in rows. And 
the master, looking around. Did he 
have his favourites? The pretty ones? 
All the pretty heads down, over their 
books. Hoping... ‘Ah...Monica. Will 
you wait behind at the end.’ The 
question merely a pleasantness of 
course. ‘Monica, this work, we must 
discuss it. After tea shall we say? 
Ah...up in your room.’ 
In that room. In Valerie’s room. 
Where Mr Blissford...Get on, she 


told herself, stop thinking about it. 

If you don’t get his work done... 
There had been nothing else 
yesterday. Not after that business. 

Nothing else awful. Mr Blissford 
went out, to his own room, and she 
had to get ready for dinner. She 
hadn’t wanted to eat but she had to. 
Just her and Mr Blissford and Mr 
Randley at dinner. Priscilla it seem- 
ed went home. Mr Randley said to 
Mr Blissford, ‘Have we, ah, observ- 
ed the niceties?’ And Mr Blissford, 
smiling, said, ‘Oh yes.’ 

Valerie had known what was 
meant. Had Mr Blissford caned her. 
Feeling herself go red as a beetroot. 
Mr Randley eyeing her, his eyes smil- 
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ing. She hadn’t been caned but Mr 
Blissford had made her take all her 
clothes off, then got her over his lap 
and really splatted her bare bottom. 

Afterwards of course he wanted to 
know. About that. She hadn’t 
wanted to tell him but he kept on. 
It wasn’t really such an awful thing 
but she hated telling about it. Her 
mother had said, ‘Well if he wants 
it I’m sure it’s all right. He is the vicar 
after all, not some Dirty Old Man.’ 

So Valerie had done it. Posed for 
Mr Markham’s photographic shots in 
the nude with her pubic hair taken 
off. Images of feminine purity, the 
vicar said he was shooting. And 
naturally he wouldn’t show his pic- 
tures to anyone else. 


She had reluctantly told Mr 
Blissford but made him promise not 
to tell a soul. Not Mr Winbury or 
anyone. Not Mr Randley. Mr 
Blissford had promised, though he 
seemed somewhat incredulous that 
it was the vicar. ‘Well, I wouldn’t 
have done it for anyone else,’ Valerie 
said. And she wouldn’t have. She 
didn’t tell Mr Blissford about some 
of the shots, the ones she hadn’t 
wanted to pose for, the ones it was 
difficult to believe portrayed 
feminine purity. The ones with her 
legs up in the air, or spread wide 
apart. 

Mr Blissford said, ‘Well, you area 
surprise, Valerie. Who would have 
thought it.’ 

Stop thinking and get on. Or he 
would be complaining — and then? 
Swimming lessons in the pool? 


Shivering, her fingers went to the 
typewriter keys. Concentrate. Forget 
that awful business. Hopefully it was 
all over. 

The typewriter clattering in the lit- 
tle room. Echoing through the large- 
ly empty house. Where was Mr 
Blissford? And Mr Randley. Where 
was Priscilla? Was Priscilla perhaps 
getting the cane? For something — 
or nothing. Valerie at least hadn’t 
had the cane. Not yet... 

Fingers expert on the keys, but 
stumbling now and then. They 
didn’t normally do that but it wasn’t 
the same here, in this room. It wasn’t 
her familiar office. It was Green 
Gables. Beautiful Green Gables 
which had seen so much, and was 
communicating it to her. A ner- 
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vousness. And anyway she had 
reason to be nervous, after yester- 
day. Mr Randley. He wasn’t going to 
do anything, was he? He looked at 
her. Smiling. But clearly very in- 
terested in her breasts. In her dress 
last night, tight-bodiced. And this 
morning at breakfast. A blouse. But 
Mr Randley had Priscilla. It was Mr 
Blissford. 

She had a sudden picture of Mr 
Blissford and Mr _ Randley. 
Somewhere else in the house. The 
drawing room? Talking quietly. Say- 
ing things. About her, Valerie. Mr 
Blissford saying, ‘Yes. Of course. 
Why not?’ 

The fingers on the keys stumbled. 

Mr Blissford came in. Later. Car- 
rying a cup of coffee. His hand ~ 
familiarly on her shoulder. Squeez- 


ing. How was she doing, getting on 
all right? It was a lovely day outside. 
Remarkable for late December. Mild, 
and sunny. His little laugh. 

‘Warm enough for a swim I should 
say.’ 

‘No!’ she squeaked sharply. Seeing 
the still, silent water. It might be 
mild but the water would be icy. Mr 
Blissford was joking, he must be. His 
hand coming round and down, 
sliding sensuously over her back 
through the thin blouse. Rubbing 
over the taut bra strap. Her mind see- 
ing yesterday. It was so awful it was 
hard to believe it. Stripping off in 
front of him.. Even her bra and 
knickers. Showing him that awful 
embarrassing business: Mr Markham. 
And then over Mr Blissford’s lap. 

‘Do what you can this morning,’ 


he said. ‘Then we'll have a break 
after lunch. It is Christmas after all.’ 

After lunch. After lunch. Mr 
Randley was off, gone shopping 
with Priscilla. So Green Gables was 
left to Mr Blissford and Valerie. And 
of course its ghosts. Ghosts of girls 
standing by the pool in just their 
knickers. Shivering, then getting in... 

‘No!’ Valerie said. ‘No!’ 

Mr Blissford grinned. “Why not, 
it’s a lovely afternoon. Super. A lit- 
tle dip. Think how refreshing.’ She 
squealed. ‘No!’ again. 

Mr Blissford looked owlish. ‘A girl 
wouldn’t have refused in the old 
days. Oh dear me no. You know 
what would have happened.’ 

Valerie did know. She could pic- 


ture it. It was all around. How many 
girls had been caned here? In all 
those years. You couldn’t count 
them, no one could. ‘It builds 
character, Deirdre. Mind over mat- 
ter. And for saying you don’t want 
to go in I’ve got something else that 
builds character. Come on, we shall 
go up to your room.’ 

Would she go in if he really 
threatened her with the cane? 
Valerie didn’t know, she didn’t want 
to have to make that awful choice. 
‘Please...’ she whispered again. 

Maybe Mr Blissford was teasing. A 
cat playing with a mouse. ‘OK,’ he 
said. ‘We won't do the swimming 
then. Not right now at least. 
Something else. Sunbathing. You 


haven’t seen the sun-house, have 
you?’ 

It was Out in a secluded part of the 
grounds. A little white one-roomed 
wooden structure. On some kind of 
swivel so that you could move the 
whole thing round to face the sun. 
“You can sunbathe,’ Mr Blissford 
said. ‘Take your shorts down. Get 
some sun. Take them off.’ 

They were what he had told her 
to put on. Up in her room. The 
shorts and the little vest. The shorts 
weren’t hers, Mr Blissford had pro- 
duced them from somewhere. Very 
tight pink shorts. ‘No knickers,’ he 
had said. ‘Just the shorts. And a tight 
little vest. Have you got one?’ 

Now he wanted the shorts off. In 


this little sun room which with the 
sun shining in and the glass door 
closed was quite hot. So there wasn’t 
that excuse. Mr Blissford sitting in 
one of the armchairs as she stood in 
front of him. Had this sun room been 
here in the old days? She had seen 
paint peeling off the outside. It could 
be old, it could have seen...what? 
Spankings. Canings. And what else? 
Valerie didn’t want to take her 
shorts off. It was simply for Mr 
Blissford’s pleasure, she knew that. 
He wanted to see her again, and also 
maybe embarrass her. It did embar- 
rass her, even though she had done 
the same for Mr Markham. ‘Come 
on,’ Mr Blissford said. ‘Get them 
down. Or I shall fetch the cane.’ 
Taking them off. Was she going to 
have to lie down, in the sun, on the 
carpet? Not right away it seemed. 


‘Come here. Come on. Closer.’ 

He was looking. Naturally. ‘Do 
you use a razor, Valerie?’ Yes he did 
want to embarrass her. She had to 
tell him although she hated to talk 
about it. 

Kt'S...a cream. 

‘A cream! Well, well. You are a 
sophisticated young lady, Valerie. 
Let me see. Open your legs.’ 

‘No!’ She seemed to be saying not 
all the time. But Mr Blissford said he 
would get the cane. So she did it. Mr 
Blissford... 

After he got tired of that he made 
her pull her top up. Up over her 
boobs. ‘Let the sun get at them,’ he 
said. ‘Then you can lie down, on the 
carpet. My, they are lovely, aren’t 
they? Arch your back, shoulders 
back. Mmm...yes...Yes. I really 
think...’ 


What Mr Blissford really thought 
was that he should give her a little 
spanking. Mr Randley would pro- 
bably ask if she’d had anything today 
and he would then be able to say 
honestly Yes. Mr Randley was ex- 
tremely keen on the training of girls. 
Green Gables had always been a 
marvellous place for training girls. 
Always. 

Over his lap again. The ghosts 
rustling, whispering. 
‘Look...look...She’s learning. What a 
girl has to learn at Green Gables.’ 

‘But it’s a spanking again. A spank- 
ing. When’s he going to...At Green 
Gables a girl always gets the cane. 
Always. Deirdre and Elizabeth. 
Monica and Susan. All of them. All 
of those girls. On and on. They all 
did. Don’t you know that, Mr 
Blissford?’ 


She 


est and shorts now Oil. ‘Let me...’ 
ng Tespectably back in place. His hand rubbing it all over her. A 


ef getting real She hadn’t enjoyed the sun- hot, sensuous, scary feeling. Lying 
and then by tea bathing lying there on the carpet on the carpet in the hot sun and Mr 

It was three with just her vest Pulled up above Blissford’s hand with the oi] going 

hadows were her big boobs. Lying there for Mr everywhere. Including. ..‘Open your 

the lawn. The Blissford’s pleasure. Mr Blissford’s legs, Valerie...’ 

Was Over and €yes hard on her and then...He had No she hadn’t enjoyed it. Not at 


n the grounds, knelt down, with some oil. Suntan all. And now... 


Mr Blissford’s arm came round her 
waist as they walked back towards 
the house. Towards the house and 
towards the pool. Valerie knew he 
hadn't stopped thinking about it. She 
just knew. 

‘I wonder,’ he said. ‘It’s still very 
warm, isn’t it? And by now the sun 
will have warmed the water...’ 

She had been right. ‘No! I’m not.’ 


supine 


The arm squeezed her waist. ‘Well 
we ll see. We'll at least have a look. 
All right? And I want you in your 
knickers. Just your knickers.’ 

‘I’m not going in that water.’ She 
felt like crying. Mr Blissford’s hand 
came down and slid over her bot- 
tom, over the tight-stretched pink 
material. ‘I didn’t say you were go- 
ing in. Did I? But I want you in your 


knickers.’ 

He was going to make her, she 
knew he was. Up in her room with 
the vest and shorts off, taking a pair 
of brief white knickers from the 
drawer. She wouldn’t have come 
here if she had known there were 
freezing pools that you were ex- 
pected to get into. Just to amuse Mr 
Blissford. She also wouldn’t have 


come if she had Suessed about that 
spanking business. 

But somehow the Spanking... She 
hated it but there was that feeling 


had said that last night. ‘Ajj those 
Sitls, Valerie. In a Way they’re stil] 
here. Can’t you feel that? Ajj telling 
you you have to accept it. You have 


to be trained’ 

Was it true? There was something. 
But at the moment it was Only the 
Pool that was filling Valerie’s mind. 
Mr Blissford had given her a red 
Sports jacket to Put on. To wear Out 
to the pool. But Out there he made 
her take the jacket off. 

‘Come On, let me see. You know 
you've got a lovely figure, Valerie. 


‘No! You’! Push me!’ 

‘I will not, Valerie.’ And then she 
Saw. Mr Blissford had a cane. Mr 
Randley’s cane presumably. A long, 
thin, yellow Cane. She gave a yelp of 
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fright. The thou 
tightly-knicker 


again with that cane. Really hard. 

But he didn’t ‘OK. It’s 8etting 
dark anyway. We’|| 8° Up to your 
foom. We'll have some swimming 
lessons in the dry.’ His arm round 
her bare Waist. ‘And we May also 
have some other lessons as well, 
Valerie dear ’ 

He meant the Cane. She knew he 
did. Those ghosts: they were Stirring 
NOW. Oh yes. Mr Blissford finally... 


Standing nude. The cane was 
there, Mr Blissford had put it on the 


Who had had this room, had 
they...in the nude. ..? 


SI EEG 


ate we} 
Si 


or pene Se 


‘Deborah, you've been particular- the legs must come right up. As wide He had really hit her with it. Her 
ly awful. So we will not just have as you can get them ’ bottom throbbing, writhing. 
your knickers down, we will have It was like those awful Shots with ‘Come on, Valerie, don’t make 
everything off.’ Mr Markham. Worse in fact. She Such a fuss. A 8irl’s got to be trained 
Mr Blissford telling Valerie to get could just imagine...Then she gavea at Green Gables.’ 
on the bed. On her front and legs out Sudden convulsive jerk. And a Were there Shostly whisperings 
Over the bottom of the bed. ‘The desperate yell, half muffled by the now? Excited girlish chatter? ‘See. 
breast stroke. | want to see you do bed cover. The cane... Mr Blissford knew all along. He 
it. The leg action. Now remember, ‘Wider, Valerie.’ knew he had to use the cane...’ 


Two more visitors had arrived at Talking softly. Had She hadaplea- _ to come to his room. He hadn't yet 


dinner time. Another middle-aged sant day? had a chance for a nice chat with her 
man and a girl, Pale-skinned and She could stil] feel that cane. and he did like to §ct properly ac- 
Pretty. Priscilla was there for dinner Underneath her bottom, against the quainted with his young lady 
too. She was sitting next to Mr Seat of her chair. Mr Randley’s cane Visitors, 

Blissford, talking to him. And Mr Randley’s hand under the table Under the table Mr Randley’s 
Valerie.. her Companion was Mr was suddenly lightly on her thigh. fingers Squeezed gently thr ough 
Randley. After dinner, he said, he wanted her Valerie's pretty pink dress. 
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fares, lunches — well, you could go without lunches, of 

course, and could even pretend that not having lunch was 
good for you, especially if you had a tendency to put on the 
odd pound or two. The odd pound or two — that was Sal- 
ly’s weak point. Pounds; at the moment, actually, twenty 
three pounds, which was what she paid for her two rooms 
and half a bathroom, each week. Well, was supposed to pay, 
only — if a girl wasn’t conscientious about these things — 

Basil was pottering about in the cellar, tidying up. Hiding 
the evidence, more like; there was a dull rattle as he slid the 
slender cane, which he’d used on Sally’s bum, down behind 
a pipe which rose up the whitewashed wall to the gas meter. 
Behind a board in the joist-supported ceiling there was a lit- 
tle collection of those other items which he no doubt used 
to punish the bottoms of other girls he lured down into his 
cellar: two leather straps, a couple more canes; Sally had on- 
ly glimpsed them, when he’d taken her down there the first 
time to give her bottom it’s first-ever caning, but she’d 
known that he’d only have them — wouldn’t he — if he 
found opportunities to use them. Babs, whom she’d met 
once, was almost certainly one of those other girls; Sally 
thought she might be his niece, but wasn’t sure. Basil’s shoes 
grated on the gritty floor and he came to the foot of the 
rickety cellar steps, looking up at her over his spectacles, 
smiling condescendingly. 

‘So you'll pay the four weeks you owe me at the end of 
the month?’ Clutching her skirt and slip to her waist still — 
he hadn't said she could stop holding it up and so she still 
did — Sally bit her lip, tasting the salt of tears, one hand 
wandering down her thigh to the waistband of her half-mast 
knickers; she nodded, not certain of her voice, feeling the 
need to cry still hot behind her eyelids. Basil grinned 
dubiously. 

‘Sure?’ Sally’s nod was more positive; she didn’t want that 
cane across her bottom again. And, of course, there and 
then, halfway up the cellar steps and more or less naked 
from the waist down, she meant it. She did mean it — but 
then, when she got paid in — what was it? Three days? Well, 
there would be her monthly season ticket to buy, that dress 
in the shop down the High Street, fifteen pounds she owed 
to Petty Cash; owing four weeks rent wasn’t funny — getting 
caned was something she and her bum didn’t need — but 
she just might have to give him half of what she owed and 
pay the rest when she could. Then she’d only really owe 
two weeks — that’s if he’d let her off paying next month’s 
rent in advance and take it — well, when she had it. Two 
weeks; that would mean another knickers- down half-hour in 
the cellar, but owing two weeks was only a spanking. 
Perhaps she’d try to give him all of it. Perhaps. 

But she knew she wouldn’t. She would simply have to 
have that dress, and then of course she’d need shoes to go 
with it. 

‘Alright, then. See you on rent day.’ Another of his con- 
descending smiles. ‘You may pull your knickers up now, 
Sally.’ 

‘Th-thank you — ’ The soft ‘shush’ of knickers sliding up 
bare thighs. She turned on the narrow stairs, still hoisting her 
knickers back into place, young bottom trembly-plump, pink- 
wealed, neat shoes tripping hurriedly up the stairs, Basil 
looking up even when her skirt and slip fell back into place. 

Fat chance, he thought. Fat chance of that young lady giv- 
ing him four weeks rent all in one go; fat little bum — he’d 
have her back down here inside a fortnight and smack it 
good and hard. And then he'd let her think he’d forgotten 
about the money after that. Let her get away with it until he 
slipped up to her room one Sunday morning and said ‘Four 
weeks Owing, my dear,’ and watched her face as she went 
pale at the thought of four weeks worth of caning across her 
fat little bottom. Or he might not cane it; he might get a 
strap out, the one he liked to use on Babs, and oil it up a bit 
and then see how Miss Sally Aldridge liked that! 
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if a girl wasn’t conscientious about those things; rent, train 


7 = DOWN IN 
BASIL’S 
- CELLAR 


t was inevitable. She knew she 
would have to go back one day. 
If she missed another lesson, her 
place in the County Team would be 
forteited; and there was no way she 
would be able to explain that to her 
parents and teachers. He would be 
waiting for her, and she would just 
have to face the consequences. 
Last time he had smacked her bot- 
tom; she had cried, stupidly. Sarah 
was sure it would be even worse this 


time. If only she had controlled her 
temper, and her tongue; storming 
out like that, and swearing too, 
knowing all along that she was in the 
wrong; and that in the end her coach 
would gain the upper hand. 

It was his hand that worried her, 
a hard male hand which smacked 
girlish bottom-cheeks until they 
were hot and red. Sarah shuddered 
at the thought. Without considering 
the reason, she took her smartest 
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tennis outfit from the wardrobe; it 
was a bit creased, but would have to 
do. It was her shortest,, anyway. 
White cotton skirt. With her boun- 
cy blondish curls, she looked a 
picture. 

She cycled to the tennis courts, 
her skirt so short it failed to wrap 
itself beneath her bottom as she 
pedalled, instead, the autumn breeze 
lifting it, billowing, revealing legs 
and thighs and knickers. The latter 


felt particularly tight that night. She 
slipped a finger inside the elastic, 
pulling the flimsy material out from 
all those intimate girlish places. She 
leaned her bike against the railings 
and walked, more than a little 
uneasily, along the gravel drive. 
The autumn evenings were draw- 
ing in, and although it was only a lit- 
tle after six, the courts were empty. 
In the Clubhouse, Sarah could see 
one light. It was his office. Sarah 


knew he would be there, sitting at 
his des, waiting, anticipating her ar- 
rival. His was a small intimate office 
in an otherwise empty building, 
several miles from the nearest house. 
At least no-one would hear her. Last 
time she had cried and sobbed and 
squirmed across his knee. This time, 
she felt sure, it could only be worse. 

The outer door was open. The 
corridor was dark but light shone 
around the door to his office. Sarah 


knocked very quietly on the door, 
hoping perhaps that he wouldn't 
hear, that he wasn’t there at all, that 
this nightmare really was a 
nightmare. She waited. Then she 
turned the handle, opened the door, 
and stepped inside. 

He was seated on an upright chair 
in the centre of the room. She stared 
at him for a moment and he return- 
ed her gaze. Suddenly, Sarah felt 
very cold, and yet her cheeks were 
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burning. She knew there was no 
room for talking; there was nothing 
she could say. 

Nothing she could say either, 
when she felt his big, chill hand at 
her thighs, slipping up and under her 
skirt, dabbling for a moment bet- 
ween her legs as if by accident then 
fumbling for the elastic of her 
knickers. Taking them down, Sarah’s 
face feeling hot and tingly, made to 
put her hands out of the way behind 
her back while he tugged the little 
white knickers down. Cool air on 
her suddenly-bare bottom, knickers 
left half-way down. Over his lap, 
next — he leaned back slightly as she 
placed herself across his knees. A girl 
of average height and build, she 
found she could just about touch the 
floor with her outstretched hands, 
but her legs and feet felt as if they 
were dangling in mid-air. She 
waited, feeling her pulse, racing, 
high in her throat, feeling the blood 
rushing to her head; and then she felt 
his cold hard hand, sliding upwards 
along her right thigh, and the man’s 
other hand making sure her little 
fringe of a tennis skirt was well 
above her waist. 

This was awful; just awful. He just 
sat there, looking at her, enjoying 
the sight of her bottom, perched 
across his lap, and her bare legs, and 
little white ankle socks. She never 
worried about showing her bottom 
while on court, although then she 
had her knickers on; in fact, she 
made sure they fitted well and look- 
ed really pretty, simply because she 
knew the spectators would be wat- 
ching. This was so very different 
though — 

Sarah kept her eyes closed as her 
coach wangled her pants right 
down, his cold dry knuckles press- 
ing into her warm soft flesh as he 
tugged at the knickers, first at one 
side, and then the other. 

Again she waited, knowing he was 
watching her, and studying her bare 
round bottom. She tried to keep it 
still, to stop it from wobbling 
around. He was studying it intently, 
drinking in its curves, its dark secret 
shadows, its texture, and its warm 
soft pinkness. She felt him move, 
and anxiously she turned her head. 
He was reaching out behind him, to 
his table. Sarah shuddered. He had 
picked up a sort of wooden table- 
tennis bat, except it looked a little 
heavier, and the handle was longer, 
and it had a hard shiny surface. He 
rested it against her bottom, and she 
flinched as the cold chill of the wood 
kissed the very fleshiest point of her 
bottom-cheesk; and then it was 
gone. Sarah knew it was hovering, 
high above her bare bottom. She was 


aware — just for a moment — of a 
movement in the man’s muscles, and 
the faintest hiss of something travell- 
ing through the air; and 
then.:.SMACK! The bat collided with 
her poor vulnerable bottom. 
‘Aaagh!’ Sarah didn’t mean to cry 
out, but this was something very dif- 
ferent from a hand-smacking. At 
least when he had spanked her, the 
first few slaps hadn’t really hurt; 
they’d given her a chance to prepare 
herself for the burning anguish 
which was to follow. This bat, or 
paddle, or whatever it was, was a 
completely different matter. Sarah 
took a deep breath, just before the 
bat arrived again...SMACK! The im- 
pact rocked her forward across his 
knee. 

She was just aware of a cold dry 
hand, resting across the small of her 
back, steadying her body, hearing 
the bat being put down. And then he 
attacked her bottom again, four 
times in quick succession, across the 
fleshy lower areas of both cheeks, 
with the hard palm of his hand. She 
yelled, loudly, in response to the 
sting. Sarah didn’t know it, but her 
legs were waving, in an involuntary 
effort to dispell the sting in her bot- 
tom. Her coach waited for a few 
seconds until her legs once again 
relaxed; and then again he raised his 
hand and slapped it down across 
Sarah’s reddening bottom. She began 
to cry, as the palm returned, impac- 


ting perfectly against her bare round 
bottom. Two spanks later, she lost 
her self-control. Big, grown-up Sarah 
yelled at the top of her voice, wav- 
ed her legs about in a most reveal- 
ing and un-ladylike fashion, and 
sobbed as her coach applied spank 
after spank again and again. 

He gave her two dozen slaps then 
sat back, the sobbing girl still wrig- 
gling and sobbing across his knee. 
Her bottom did seem very red, and 
he could feel the heat by resting a 
palm across the summit of her 
cheeks, that is, when Sarah had 


calmed down a little and stopped her 
wriggling. 

He felt he knew young Sarah quite 
intimately by now. She was a very 
pretty blonde, she had an athlete’s 
bottom, beautifully round, with no 
spare fat, and she really did wriggle 
so delightfully when something hard 
and firm was applied to her rear end. 

He lifted her to her feet, and she 
stood there, sobbing still. He stood 
up too, and took her by the 
shoulders, directing her towards the 
corner of his small office, lifting her 
hands and placing them on top of 


her blonde curls. For a moment, she 
was unaware that he had pinned the 
back of the skirt up, leaving that 
crimson bottom of hers totally 
exposed. 

Sarah stood there, still sobbing, 
knowing he was still watching her. 
At his desk, her coach drew a hip- 
flask from his jacket,.and poured 
himself a drink. He would see how 
long it took for that glow to disap- 
pear from Sarah’s bottom; and then 
he’d put her across his knee again, 
just to make sure she had learned her 
lesson. 
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FEED BACK 


ear Blushes, 

I thoroughly agree with the 
sentiments of J.P.W. (Some Like it 
Hot; Blushes 22): more on the sub- 
ject of breast and pussy discipline 
and other more unusual forms of 
humiliation would be most welcome. 
His description of tit dipping was 
most entertaining — pity you had to 
edit it but no doubt you had your 
reasons. I look forward to reading 
his account of the ‘milking’ session. 
To cap it all the article was accom- 
panied by pictures of my favourite 
model — the picture of her with a 
hand under each breast as if presen- 
ting them for inspection or punish- 
ment was particularly appealing — 
let’s see more of her in such 
positions. 


Like J.P.W. I like the concept of 
discipline taking place in front of a 
number of people to add to the 
humiliation. I have a fantasy which 
involves the 3 girls’ in J.P.W.’s 
story with their firm, thrusting tits 
and shaved pussies. Being a gambl- 
ing man I like an element of chance 
in discipline, so I advocate the 
following for the three girls. Each in 
turn has to throw dice. Firstly two 
dice are thrown to determine the 
number of strokes received. This 
gives a minimum of 2 strokes and a 
maximum of twelve but in the in- 
stance of a ‘double’ being thrown 
(e.g. — two 4s) then the number of 
strokes is doubled giving possibilities 
of 16 strokes, 20 strokes or even 24 
if the girl is unlucky enough to throw 
two 6’s. Then the girl throws one 
dice to determine with what instru- 
ment she is to be punished using the 
following table:- 


Hand 
Slipper 
Ruler 
Cane 
Tawse 
Martinet 
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Finally she throws one dice again to 
determine to what part of her 
anatomy the punishment is to be 
administered:- 


Front of thighs 
Back of thighs 
Buttocks 
Buttocks 

Tits 

Tits 


St See 


I suggest each girl go through the 


process six times. This will ensure 
she at least receives a moderate 
punishment but of course if luck is 
not on her side, a rather severe one. 
Having two dice in front of me let’s 
see how the girls fare. 


The first is marched forward to the 
table on which the instruments of 
correction are laid out and behind 
which sit the six elderly gentlemen. 
She is one of the blondes and has 
been made to strip completely as 
have the other two who stand with 
their hands on their heads. The rules 
have been explained to them and the 
girl is instructed to throw the dice. 
She throws a double 5 which means 
20 strokes, but of what? 


The girl is told to continue and anx- 
iously throws a single dice: 5 again 
which means the tawse. She is in- 
structed to throw again: 4, so her 
buttocks are the target. She is made 
to bend over the table and the tawse 
is applied vigorously to her bum 
twenty times. Weeping now she is 
told to throw again: a 5 and a 3 
meaning 8 strokes. She throws 
again: 2 the slipper, and again - 3 - 
her buttocks again. This time she is 
made to touch her toes for the fairly 
moderate punishment but the strokes 
are laid on with full force. 


Again she throws — a 4 and a 3: 
seven strokes with: 1 the hand on - 
4 - her buttocks again. This time it 
is over one of the gentlemens’ knees 
for a spanking. Her punishment has 
now reached the halfway stage. 
After a severe start she has been 
reasonably lucky but she still has 3 
more turns. On her feet once more 
she throws again: 5 and 4 — so nine 
strokes. Now she throws a | so it is 
with the hand again. This is follow- 
ed by a three — so she is instructed 
to go across another lap for a bum 
spanking. Her bum is now very sore 
following a tawsing, a slippering, 
and two spankings. Once more on 
her feet she throws the dice for her 
fifth instalment. 5 and 4 again mak- 
ing 9 strokes. This is followed by a 
2 — the slipper and another 2 which 
means the backs of her thighs are the 
target. She is made to stand up 
straight with her hands on her head 
and feet slightly apart while the slip- 
per descends nine times on the backs 
of her thighs. One more instalment 
to come — she has been lucky so far 
her tits have escaped attention 
altogether. For the last time she 


throws. Yet again it is a 5 and a 4 
— nine strokes. Another 5 — the 
tawse — and another 5 — her tits. 
The girl is instructed to kneel and 
with hands on head push her 
shoulders right back so that her tits 
are really prominent. The tawse does 
its work — not laid on heavily but 
with a wristy action to tease more 
than punish. By the sixth of the nine 
strokes the girl can no longer main- 
tain her pose and her arms drop to 
cover her tingling tits. She is made 
to hold her hands behind her as the 
last 3 strokes are given. The chair- 
man then announces that as she was 
unable to maintain the required posi- 
tion she must roll the dice for one 
more turn. Dismayed the girl does 
as she is told knowing that any com- 
plaint will only make matters worse. 
She throws: 2 sixes: 24 strokes — 
what bad luck. Shaking she throws 
again — 4 — the cane! Picking up 
the dice again she prays it will not 
be her very sore bum, but a 3 is 
thrown so her buttocks are the target. 
Once more she is ordered across the 
desk for 2 dozen of the very best. 


She is ordered back into line — now 
it is the dark-haired girl’s turn. As 
this letter is getting overlong, I will 
allow your readers to exercise their 
imagination. 


When all three girls have been dealt 
with, they could be dismissed or it 
might be decided that they are in 
need of further discipline — a ‘milk- 
ing’ session perhaps! 

J.B., Welling 


ear Sir, 

Your magazines are responsi- 
ble for adding a new dimension to 
my sex life. Since a boy I have 
always been a ‘tit and bum man’ but 
since discovering your magazines I 
have really discovered the delights 
of uniforms, spanking and the true 
glories of the female arse! 


A few months ago I introduced my 
wife to spanking. Fondling and 
caressing her I slipped my hand 
down her fully clothed back and over 
the rise of her prominent buttocks 
feeling her bum through the wool kilt 
she was wearing. Caressing more 
firmly I gradually pushed her for- 


ward over the side of the bed and 
then raised her skirt revealing white 
briefs. I then started to spank her, 
her buttocks quivered and she 
squirmed but did not resist. “You are 
a naughty girl and I am going to tan 
your bare arse.’ I said sharply. To 
my delight she was getting very turn- 
ed on, admitted her need to be 
spanked and soon her knickers were 
off and my hand was thrashing her. 
In minutes we were both rampantly 
naked and I had my own arse tann- 
ed for the first time since I was a 
boy! 


Since then we both regularly punish 
each others backsides, Caroline 
regularly sports French knickers and 
dresses up in other ways, she looks 
stunning with her 36 inch tits 
pushing out a white blouse and her 
firm legs revealed beneath a tennis 
skirt. Some times she takes over and 
has me as an errant Sixth Form boy, 
taking a ruler to my neat bum clad 
in tennis shorts before she seduces 
me! 


So liberated has she become that I 
now show her your magazines which 
give us tremendous pleasure, ideas 
and usually lead to rapid spanking 
romps! 


We both appreciated Blushes 26 
especially Teen Queen with the love- 
ly Tracy revealing all. We re- 
enacted the fate of Deborah Milford 
in Undercover Uniform although I 
had to use a ruler not a cane. We 
both very much like the real 
photographs that have recently ap- 
peared in Feedback, the photo of 
Jane by J.S. of Leighton Buzzard 
was good, but even better was that 
of Katie on Page 47 of the Supple- 
ment No. 15. Michael C is to be 
praised for his iniative in getting the 
picture and what a picture! Katie has 
one of the most pert provocative 
backsides I have ever seen. Imagine 
her in tennis gear, or taking a hand 
to her arse, first full skirted, then on 
to her pants and then bare arsed. 


Thanks a lot for your splendid 
magazines. By the way after seeing 
Tracy in navy P.E. knickers, 
Caroline has said she will get a pair. 
I can’t wait! 

Peter L 


ear Blushes, 
I haven’t written for some 
time. but I am still one of your best 
customers. 


I’ve never missed an issue. Some of 
your issues, as I’ve said before, 
‘Blow my mind!’ You can’t be ex- 
pected to produce that standard 
every issue of course, but after two 
of what I class ordinary good stan- 
dard you’ve done it again, 
brilliantly. 


Having given up all other magazines 
long ago, I decided the other day to 
buy a copy of your only rival to see 
if they had learned anything from 
your greatest issues. Well, they are 
trying alright and are putting in more 
humiliation and nudity at the right 
timing. But I’ve just bought your 
Issue 26 after two moderate issues 
and you’ve done it! Excelled 
yourselves again. I had a large erec- 
tion from start to finish, and that’s 
the test you know. And that’s 
without reading the articles; 
fantastic. 


Just the girl inside the cover was 
mind blowing. Her hands were in the 
perfect position. I'll say no more, 
except that the look on her face turn- 
ed me to putty. Sorry this is going 
to be a long letter. I must comment 
in detail. Girl in the Rev Brown sec- 
tion seen before, lovely arse, good 
poser, next photo perfect for my ad- 
ditions Oooo she said. She would; 
you should see my copy! 


Teen Queen, a well devised, well 
thought up sequence. Loved the way 
Tracy degraded and humiliated 
herself. A caning could have been 
added but the article end suggested 
what we all wanted, great, though I 
like that kneeling, facing the 
gentlemen. 


Next article beautiful. At last a full 
pussy showing too! You could hard- 
ly improve this. Perhaps a last shot 
on the bed for Elaine, head buried, 
arse stuck up, legs apart. Still that 
might induce a heart attack after such 
earlier brilliance. Congratulations 
the model; she’s not afraid to show 


everything. 


I love your girls fully dressed to start 
and gradually stripped especially 
when they end up bent with tits 
hanging or stretched up with nipples 
hard, its the humiliation they go 
through that puts the extra sexy thrill 
into the show. 


Sometimes you have a spectator with 
the girl naked and at the punisher’s 
mercy. I don’t even mind what sex 
the punisher is. A woman canes with 
a man looking on (waiting for her 
submission is a nice change). It’s 
always the humiliation that gets us. 


Funny how some girls are naturals, 
some have that extra special 
something about their arse (can’t ex- 
plain it). Some have that extra 
special look, innocent look. Some 
can look in shocked agony. A girl 
(never since bettered) who had 
everything (finest arse I’ve ever 
seen) was Linda (where is she). Lin- 
da’s arse over the end of a bed was 
worth dying for. 


Linda trestled and caned in those 
shorts was the greatest you’ve ever 
done! Though I prefer no shorts. 


How about some suggestions now. 
Two girls, a wrestling challenge. 
They start in bra and pants and agree 
the losers gets a caning. Male referee 
puts up a prize of £100. During the 
bout both girls lose bra and pants. 
Loser gets 12 strokes, real tears, 
winner canes. 


How about a woman’s libber 
challenges a man to three games, 
loser to get spanked. Table tennis, 
badminton in nude. Large blonde, 
smallish man, struggle but he wins 
in wrestling. She gets it looking 
dishevelled and sweaty. 


Thank all your staff and all your girls 
for brightening our lives. 
B. Young and Friends 
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A DRIVE IN 
THE COUNTRY 


‘Boys can be young devils, Miss Westing. 
Especially, of course, when they haven’t had a 
pretty young woman in the classroom before. 
What other female staff we have are all a little 


long in the tooth.’ 
Linda forced a smile. She didn’t think the Head- 


master really approved of her. Maybe he hadn't 
wanted her but the governors had overruled 
him. Mr Bexley perhaps, the chairman. Mr Bex- 
ley had said very complimentary things to Linda 
in private after the interview. And he had also 
put his hand on her bottom. Maybe that was 
what really got her the job: Mr Bexley’s hand on 
her bottom. Which Linda had quietly accepted, 
acting as if it wasn’t really there doing what it 
was doing. 

“What d’you think, young woman. Going to be 
able to cope?’ 

Linda made a face and said, ‘Well, I hope so, 
Headmaster.’ Was he looking at her legs? She 
was in Mr Maplin’s study with term now just 
two days away. Linda crossed her legs. Yes, Mr 
Maplin was looking at them. They were nice 
legs, long and slim in sheer nylons. And the rest 
of her was nice too. A trim figure in her best 
suit, and a pretty face as well. Mr Bexley had 
clearly liked what he had seen — and had got 
his hand on. But Linda was going to need Mr 
Maplin’s support. No doubt it could be difficult, 
her first teaching post and at a boys school too. 
There would certainly be times when she would 
need to get the Head to back her up. 

Linda crossed her legs again. If Mr Maplin was 
interested that was a hopeful sign. ‘I shall be 
very grateful for any help or guidance, though, 


Headmaster.’ 
Mr Maplin made a ‘Hmmm’ sound. He was in 


his fifties, a rather headmasterly sort of person 
it seemed, no doubt used to having his own 
way and laying down the law. But perhaps even 
if he didn’t in theory approve of pretty young 
women as teachers in his school he might 
decide that they had certain attractions. 

Yes that could be, because after making another 
‘Hmmm’ sound Mr Maplin said, ‘Well it looks as 
if you’re here and I will naturally give you my 
guidance, as I would with any other new 
member of staff.’ He was still eyeing her legs. ‘I 
tell you what. We need to get acquainted. Why 
don’t I take you out for a little drive in the 
country tomorrow. Before the curtain goes up 
on Wednesday. As I understand it you don’t 
know this part of the country, young lady.’ 

No she didn’t. Linda smiled winningly and said 
that was very friendly of the Head who must be 
a very busy man at that moment, and thank you 
very much. Oh yes, this was more promising. 
Linda wondered what to wear. Something 
smart, her smart suit again perhaps? But they 
were going out in the country so she finally 
decided on her pretty multi-striped shift. Stock- 
ings? After some further thought she decided 
yes, stockings rather than bare legs. Seamed 
stockings did draw attention to a girl’s legs and 
Mr Maplin had clearly found her legs interesting. 
So she put on stockings and high heels even 
though the latter might not really be the ideal 
footwear if they were going to be tramping 
about in the country. Of course they might just 
be staying in the car. 


It was a nice sunny day and Mr Maplin when he 
called for her at her digs seemed in a sunny 
mood as well. ‘A pleasant interlude before the 


storm breaks,’ he laughed. He admired Linda’s 
dress and in the car chattered on in a friendly 
manner. Yes Mr Maplin did seem to have lost 
those doubts. Linda breathed a sigh of relief. 
They had been driving for about 15 minutes 
when Mr Maplin disclosed that he was a keen 


photographer. ‘What sort of subject?’ Linda ask- 
ed. Mr Maplin laughed. ‘Well, pretty girls for 
one thing: when I get the opportunity, that is.’ 
Linda laughed as well. Did he mean...? 


Yes it seemed he did. A short while later they 
were parked in a secluded little place by some 
woods. Mr Maplin said, ‘Yes, a pretty girl with 

pretty legs: that’s my ideal subject matter.’ 


Linda smiled. Mr Maplin took hold of the hem 
of her dress and slid it up above her knees. 
‘Very lovely legs,’ he said, a bit hoarsely. Then, 
‘I expect they’re even lovelier further up.’ 


His hand began sliding up under her skirt. Very 
shortly it got to Linda’s stocking tops. ‘Ah, 
Stockings. I was hoping they would be. I hate 
tights.’ Linda said, ‘I like to wear stockings.’ 


Mr Maplin’s hand was exploring her suspender 
straps, and also the warm bare thighs. ‘Will you 
wear them to school?’ he asked. ‘I mean the 
boys. Boys can be very excitable.’ 


‘They won’t know, will they?’ Linda said but Mr 
Maplin thought they’d probably manage to find 
out. His hand was indicating that she should 
part her legs and Linda did so. She groaned 
slightly as Mr Maplin began stroking her soft in- 
ner thigh. And then moved further up, to the 
brief crotch of her knickers. Clearly this was not 
at all that disapproving Headmaster of 
yesterday. 


‘What about those photos?’ she asked, her hand 
restrainingly on his arm. 


Oh yes, the photos. It seemed Mr Maplin really 
was keen on photography and he really did 
want to take some shots. They got out of the 
car and went into the wood, coming shortly to 
an open area where the light was good. 


‘Tll take some in the stockings and suspender 
belt,’ Mr Maplin said. ‘And then perhaps we'll 
take them off and have just the bare legs and 
high heels. I’m very keen on stockings but a 
pretty pair of bare legs also have a lot of ap- 
peal.’ He said that naturally the shots were for 
his own private collection only and no one else 
7 would be seeing them. In case Linda was 
wondering about that. 


She laughed. ‘Just as long as the boys don’t get 
hold of them.’ 


Mr Maplin did as he said. First of all taking a 
number of shots of Linda standing up and also 
sitting and lying on the ground in different posi- 
tions. Shots with her dress pulled up to her 
stocking tops and beyond. The ground was dry 
but leafy and she would probably have to get 
her dress cleaned afterwards, but it was all 
clearly in a good cause if it resulted in her being 
accepted by the Head. After those shots Mr 
Maplin made her take her stockings and the 
white suspender belt off, then put her black 
high-heeled shoes back on for another set of 
shots. Mr Maplin seemed quite entranced with 
what he could see through his viewfinder and 
kept making enthusiastic comments. Linda was 
happy to co-operate, or at least happy with 


most of the poses. 


In some, though, he made her take her knickers 
down and Linda wasn’t so keen on those. She 
was especially not keen on lying down, on her 
front and then her back, with her legs as wide 
apart as the lowered knickers would allow. Mr 
Maplin’s camera could no doubt see everything. 
But still, it was presumably all in a good cause. 
What was going to happen after this photo ses- 
sion, she wondered. 


What happened was that Mr Maplin put his 
camera down and said, ‘Just a moment, Linda. 
Stay right there.’ Then he went abruptly off, 
along the way they had come, towards the car. 
Did Mr Maplin perhaps have some refreshments 
in the car? Linda turned her attention to the 
back of her dress. 

There were some marks. 


hand when he reappeared was a cane. One of 
those long, curving, rattan canes as used 
presumably on schoolboys. ‘You know what 
this is, of course?’ Mr Maplin, coming up to her, 
Sliced it energetically through the air. 


Well of course. ‘Ever had a taste?’ he inquired. 
Oh Christ. ‘No!’ 


‘Should do.’ Mr Maplin’s face pinkish. With an- 
ticipated pleasure? ‘Then you can get a fuller ap- 
preciation of what’s involved in corporal 
punishment. Yes. So I’m going to give you a lit- 
tle taste, Miss Westing.’ 


Oh dear God! No! But Mr Maplin was not going 
to take no for an answer. He said it was some 
time since he’d had the pleasure of caning a 
young female and surely Linda was not going to 
deny him that pleasure. And also of course it 
would be very valuable for her to know what it 
felt like. Linda wanted to tell him what he could 
do with his cane. She had considered the 
possibility that Mr Maplin might want to screw 
her and had been prepared to accept that; but 
she had not imagined the cane. But she had to 
get in the Headmaster’s good books. And if that 
meant... 


Mr Maplin telling her to lie still on her front on 
the ground; no, better still to kneel up a bit. 
Stick her bottom out. Oh Jesus Christ. 


CRACK!... 


‘AaaiiiooOowWwwhhh!’ The peaceful woods echo- 
ing to a desperate yelp. Mr Mapling telling her 
to try and keep quieter. Then: 


CRACK!...again. And again... 


‘There you are, how was that? Now you're 
broken in, as it were.’ 


Mr Maplin, hot-eyed, had finally finished and 
was down on the leafy ground with her. Oh 
God, her poor bottom. Humming with pain. Mr 
Maplin, it seemed, was now interested in 
something else. Besides photography and his 
cane. 


No, not refreshment. What Mr Maplin had in his 
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